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PRE FA e E. 



Of the Pieces contained in the following Colleftion, 
the greater number are addrefied to the loven of poetry 
in general, who will undoubtedly appreciate them by a 
fair eftimate of the degree of pleafure or diftafte they 
may ^xperience,in the perufeL , , . 

A few of diem, however, are by their fubje£l pre- 
cluded from fo impartial a judgment. They will cer- 
tainly meet with as decided a condemnation from one 
fet of readers, as they can pebbly obtain applaufe from 
another. If, then, it be alked, " Why hazard the fuc- 
cels of the Whole, by a mixhlrc of fuch, aS at beftcah^ 
only expedl. divided fufirages-?*' L reply,, ,^that with; fi^ 
mind ftrongly impreffed with determined opinions on 
fome of the nioft important topics that aftuate mahkihS,*^ 



I could not reft fatisfied without attempting to employ 
(as £ir as I pofleflcd it) the nobleft of arts, in the fcrvice 
of the nobleft of piufes. 

But to ibok who think with me, yet whofe friend- 
ihip may have led them to wiih, from perfonal confi- 
derations, that I had always kept my opinions refpe£ting 
thefe points within my own breaft, I fliall beg leave, by 
way of further pre£ice, to ofier the following 



COUNTER-REMONSTRANCE, 



Patiar vel inconfultus haberi. Hor, 



I pk'ythee no more, dear importunate fiiend ! 
'Tis enough to have lavifh'd advice to no end; 
Your (age admonitions have reach'd me too late, 
My purpofe is fix'd,^ and I ftand by my fate. 



{ V ) 

To make great acqusuntancey to live in hig^ ftylet 
To figure in crowds with a nod and a Cnilet 
To loll in my chariot, and treat with French difhes. 
Were never die ^ng^ that excited my wifhes. 

No mortal alive is leis plagued widi the itdi 
Of haunting the fteps of the titled and rich; 
And rather by &r Fd converfe with the dead, 
Than mix in the mobs of fine folks, finely bred. 

To pleafe all die world, like the man in the &ble. 

Is no paffion of mine, were I ever fo able; 

And much do I pity thofe ill-judging elves 

Who in finving £n that, never pleafe their ownielvts. 

Then why fhould I truckle and fimpicr and fiieaki 
Be all things to all, and think twice ere I fpeak. 



(; vi ) 

With caution each doubtful opinion concealt 
Nor dare to e3q;>refs what I cannot but feeU 

What want I in life to be bought at the price 
Of courting proud folly, or crouching to vice? 
What is there fliould tempt me my fiieedom to barter. 
Or a tittle to. bisite of aii Englilhman's charter ? 

Shall the mind that has drawn from &e po^ and fage ; i 
Some fhare of the nurture of every fair age. 
Shrink back with falfe fhame, or be dazzDod with-sCwei 
When weakn^fe or prejudice lays down the law ? 



The firfl rights of Nature when tyrants invade. 
And Freedom and Juflice aloud call for aid, 
Unmov*d at the vc»cc fhall I ftupidly Hand, 
Or raife in the conflict a timorous haxld? 



( vii J 
O never muft coU-liearted Selfiflmcfs kn6^ ' '^ 

The noble delights of a generous ^ow,- . 
The triumphant emotions that fwell in the mind, 
When RdafiHi and Truth gain thexavrfe. for mankind^ - 

From the taftc of thefe joys fhaH I meanly flxxq) down. 
And deaden ray heart with the fear of a fix>wn ; 
Weigh a fentiment's worth with the chance of a fee. 
And throw in the fcale, " Why 'tis nothing to me?** 

Is it nought to be lord of a libeial bread ; 
Is Truth a mere phantom, and Freedom a jeft ; 
Muft we hold our opinions for better for worfe, 
And confine all our ftudy to filling the purfe? 

You fey Fm dependent—— 'Tis true, my good friend, 
On my induftry, fldll, and good name I depend; 



( via ) 
If fuch a reliance is built upon ftubbk, 
'Tis time to depart, for this world is a bubble ! 

But better I augu r fo clear up your brow; 
To my patron, the Public, fome reafon allow ; 
The paffion of bigots is not. worth the heeding; 
While the world likes my fervice, 'twill give me a feeding. 



( ix ) 
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( » ) , 

TO MRS. BARBAULD AT GENEVA; 

Written from Yarmouth^ in 1785. 



Ifthuc mens anhnufque, 
Ferty fit amat fpatiis obftantia rumpere clauftia. 

HoRAT. 



From Yahe's low banks, where thro' the marfhy pbun 
He leads his fcanty tribute to the main, 
On fea-r^it Albion's fartheft eaftem bounds 
Where direful fhoals extend their bulwark rounds 
To thee I turn, my Mer and my friend 1 
On thee from hi the mental vifion bend. 
O'er land, o'erfea, fireed Fancy fpeeds her flight. 
Waves the light wing, and tow'rs her airy height* 
And now the chalky clifls behind her fly. 
And Gallia's realms in brilliant profped lie ; 

B 



2 TO MRS. BA&BAULD. 

Now riven, plains, and woods, and vaks are crofsM, 
And many a fcene in gay confufion loft, 
'Till 'mid Burgundiian hills fhe joins her chafe. 
And focial tranfport crowns the rapid race. 

Fair land! by nature deck'd, and grac'd by art. 
Alike to cheer the eye and glad the heart, 
Pour thy foft influence through Letitia's breaft. 
And lull each fwelling wave of care to reft ; 
Heal with fweet balm the wounds of pain and toil ; 
Bid anxious bufy years reftore their fpoil ; 
The fpirits light, the vigorous foul, infufe ; 
And, to requite thy gifts, bring back the Mufe. 
For fure that Mufe, whofe far-refounding ftrains 
Ennobled Cymus* rocks and Merfey's plains. 
Shall here with boldeft touch awake the lyre. 
Soar to new heights, and glow with brighter fire. 



TO Jtf&S. BA11BA.ULD. 

MethUxks I hear the fweetly- warbled note 
On Seine's meahd'ring bofom gently float;* . 
Suzon's rude vale rq^eats the diarming voicei ' 
And all around the vine-clad' hills rejoice : 
Now aU thy grots,^ Aiixcelles ! f with muiic found; 
From cryftal roofs and vaults the ftrains rebound:: 
Befanfon's fplendid tow'rs the fong partake. 
And breezes waft it to the Lenian lake. 
Delightful lake I whofe margin gay and green 
Smiles in foft oontraft to the ru^ed fceae 
Of flem^brow'd Alps, where florms eternal roll. 
How mufl thy varied charms entrance the foul ! 



^ This poflage alludes to defcripdons in Mrs. B's letters. The Valde Suxon^ 
beyond thefource of the Seine, is a romantic rocky valley like that of Mid* 
dleton in Derbyihire, but richly clothed with wood* 

f -The ftala£titical grottoes of Auxcdlet in Franche Comte, having the 
tppearance of a laige Gothic church with its various omaraentSy formed by 
petri£i^QDs from the roof. 
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4 TO MRS. BARBAULP. 

With what high paffions m\i& thy proTpeft move 
The heart that beats to liberty and love I 
Around» fair Freedom builds her lofty throne^ 
And rocks and valour guard it for her own; - 
While deep within embow'ring (hades conceal'dt 
To none but Cupid's myftic band reveal'd, 
Clarens ! * thy roo& afcend, with turrets crown'd. 
And love and Julia fill th' enchanted ground. 

Such, my LEtiTiA, on thy ravifli'd eyes 
Burfts the bright view, the vivid landfcapes rife ; 
While from my fight the air-drawn pldkires fade» 
And fancy's glafs bedimm'd denies its aid ; 
The colours melt, the lines diffolve in fpace,. 
And cold realities ufurp the place. 

* Near the lalLc of Geneva : the fcene of Rouffeau's yulie, or Kew Slotpu 



TO Jilll. BAKBAVhth 
What difierent (ceiKS fuccSeedi-na fbril fhomi 
Long level plains* the ifeftlefi ocean's loar. 
The rattUng du*, the (bipwDght's ftuidy toil, - 
The f^-fpread net, and heaps (^ finny fpcnL 
Keen Euruslhere fweeps o*er th' linfhelter'd land, . 
Shakes the fisloag dome, and whirls the loofen'd iand: 
Fair Flora fl^inks ; the trees averted bend. 
While their thin boughs ^ fcanty fhide extend: 
And, for the flowering thidcct^ qh^rfiil notes,: .. 
Here bun^ fes^fowlihttch th^ir clamorous' tbroa|s«^ 

And yet, :o'en here, the foul-dire£ted fight. 
Which nature's views in ev*ry fi>nn delight. 
May catch, as o'er the brighten'd fcene they gleam. 
Grandeur's ftrong ray, <»* beauty's fofter beam. , 
B3 



6 rb MkS. ISARBAVLD. 

Frequent along the pebbly beach I pac^, 
And gaze intent on Ocean^s varying feee. ' : 
Now from the mam rolls iii the fwellirig tkkt 
And waves on waves in long procei&on ride; 
G«thVirig th^ come, 'tiU^ gain'd die ridgy^heig^t^ 
No -more the liquid mound fuftains its wdg^t ; 
It curlsi it £dls,' it breaks with hidebxcs roar/ ' 
And pourfi a foamy deluge on the fliore. 
From the bleak pole now driving tempefts fwecp. 
Tear the light clouds, and vex the ruffled deep* 
White on the fhoals the fpouting breakers rife. 
And mix the wafte of waters with the flues : 
The anchoring vefiels, ftretch'd in long array. 
Shake from their bounding fides the dafhing fpray ; 
Laboring they heave, the tighten'd cables ftrain. 
And danger adds new horror to the main. 



T^o mUs. baebaitld. 

Then ihifb ^ (bene, 9S tp the weftem gales 
Delighted Commerce fpreads her crowded (ails. 
A clufter'd group the diftant fleets appear. 
That, fquft'ring, breaks in varied figures near: 
Now, all-illiinim'd by the kindling ray» 
Swan-like, the ftately veflel cuts her way: 
The full-wing!dJ^ks now meet, now fwiftly pafi. 
And leave long traces in the liquid glais: 
Light boats, all£dl, athwart the current bound. 
And dot wi;di fhtning fpecks the fur&ce round* 
Nor with the day the fea-bom fplendours ceafe: 
When ev'ning liills each ruder gale to peace. 
The rifing moon with filv'ry lufbe ^eams. 
And fhoots acrofs the flood her quivering beams. 
Or, if deep gloom fucceed the fultry da/. 
On ocean's bpfom native meteon play, 
B4 



8 TO MRS. SARBAVLB. 

Flafb fix>m the wave, purfue the dif^hig oar^ 
And roll in flaming billows to the flK»^ 

'Tisthus, within this narrow nook confih^dy' 
I ftrive to feed with change th'iniatiiate mind. 
But furer aid the Mufes' ftores impart. 
With each new world of fcience and of art; 
And, mpre than all, the joys of &cred borne ' 
Forbid my heart to paQt, my feet to roam*. 
Yet one dear wifh ftill ftruggles in my breaft. 
And points one darling objed unpoflefs'd: 
How many yean have whirl'd their rapid courfe. 
Since w^, fole ftreamlets from one honoured fource. 
In fond a&6tion as in blood allied. 
Have wander'd devious from each other's fide ) 
Allowed to catch alone fome tranfient view. 
Scarce long enough to think the viflon true! 



TO MRi. BARBAULD. 

Othen, while yet fome zeft of life remains. 
While tranfport yet can fwell the beatihg veins. 
While fweet remembrance keeps her wonted feat. 
And fimcy ftill retains fome genial heat, 
When evening bids each bufy ta(k be o*er. 
Once let us meet again— to part no more ! 



( lO ) : 
A WISH. 



Motficm voci^ pitflb lare, dukis amids. Peas* 



Though Time has not fprinkled his fioil on my head» 

Yet ibme of its bloflbming honours are ihed; 

And I hope I remember, without being told. 

If we live long enough, that we all muft grow old. 

So let me fit down in a humour for mufing. 
Since nothing is eafier than wifliing and chufing, 
And gravely confider what life I'd commence 
Should I reach to fome fifteen or twenty years hence 



A'WI«HA It: 

The ypimg ones £(vami'd out, ^d all likely to thrivCf 
And fomething (till lieft to nudntain the old hive, 
I'd retire with my dame to a vill of my own. 
Where we'd neftle together, like Darby, and Joan. 
*-■"■'• . • ^ ' '' "^ ' . ' ' ' ■ ' ' ' . 

On the flope of a hiUock be plac'd my rdtreat, ' A. 

With a wood at the batk, ixsA a ftfeam at te^ftet^ ' 
In fix>nt be a meadow, rich, verdant, and gay, 
Where my horfe andl cxm may-find faftbxe andrliay; c^> 

A garden, befure, I muft not be withoutv ^ •' * -^ T 

With walls or high:hedges well fenc'd all about, .. 
All blufhing with fruit, and all fragrant with flowers. 
With dry gravel WaUcs, and with, fweet ihady bdweiB. i 

For my houfe, if 'tis lij^itiome and roomy slnd wann^ 
Fit to take in a friend, and to keep out a flann# 



It A WISH, ^ 

I care not a draw whether brick; fione» or fdafters 
And if 'tis old-fifluda'd, why fo is the inafler. 

Of poultry and pigeoi3s 'ds needlefi to fpeakf 

How my geefe they ihall cackle, my fucking-pigs (^ueak; 

All this is eflential to good country &rc» 

And 'tis not idy intention to live u{)bn air. 

So mudh for externals;"— and now to myjilf^ 
A thing more important than daindes and pelf; 
For it (ignifies little how clever the plan^ 
If the fource of enjoyment be not in the man. 

Unambitious by natuxe, pacific and codi, 
I have not many turbulent paffions to rule ; 
And> when righdy matur'd by reflexion and age, 
I may puton the femblance, at leaft, of a fage. 



A WISH. 13 

But let me beware left I fink, in the dofe. 
Too foon in tih« Sirnis of lethaigk repole. 
My heart void of feeling, of fancy my head. 
And to each warm emotion as cold as the dead* 

O fweet Senfibility ! foul of the foul ! ' 
HI purchas'd the wi^m that thee muft controul : . 
Of thy kindly fpirit when once we're bereft. 
In life there is nothing worth living for leftr 

Then let it be ever the chief of my art 
To fofter a generous glow in my hearty 
Give way to efiufions of friendfhip and love^ 
And the palfy of age from my bofom remove. . 

My boys and their fpoufes, my girl and her mate, . 
Shall come when they pleafe, and ne'er knock at tb; gate ; 



14 A WISH. 

And at Chriftmts we'll itrd in miith and good checTt 
Tho' we live pooier fcr it dbe reft of tbe year. 

An old fiiend from die town ihall fixnetimes take a walkt 
And fpend the day with me in fixiaUe talk; 
We'll difcu& knotty matters, compare what we've read, 
Andy wann'd with a bottle, move gaily to bed. 

When evenings grow long, and we're gloomy at home. 
To vary the fcene, 'mongft my neighbours I'll roam ; 
See how the world pa£es, colled all the news. 
And return with a load of new books and reviews. 

Inihort, 'tisthefumof my wiihanddefire. 
That cheerfulneis ever my bread ihould infpire ; 
Let my purfe become li^t, and my liquor run dry, 
, So my ftock of good ^irits hold out till I die« 



A WISH. X5 

r I have nothing to aik in the finifhing fcene 
But a confcience approving, a bofom ferene. 
To rife from life's banquet a iatisfied gueft. 
Thank the Lord of the feaft, and in hope go to reft. 



( «6 ) 



A WIFE'S ABSENCE LAMENTED. 

Anno conjugil 13. 



Whene'er in verfe or flowery profe 
The youthful lover vents his woes^ 
And the long labour'd column fills 
With all his catalogue of ills, 
Ahjence we find, above the reft, 
In all his faddeft rhet'ric dreft ; 
And ftill he chides " the heavy houn'* 
That keep him firom the charmer's bowers ; 
Still tells his forrow to the groves, 
•* When abfent from the maid he loves." 



A wife's absekce lamented. 17 

But, if the fancy^faiitten fwain 
Can thus in doleful notes complain 
Of what, perhaps, but gives him eafe, 
Leffening a tyrant*s power to teafe, 
How fhould the tender hufband mourn 
When from his faithful partner torn ; 
When abfence from a much-lov'd wife 
Of every pleafure robs his life ! 
Then, idle whining tribe ! give way, 
While I my real lofs difplay ; 
And tell each comfort and each blifs 
That long I've had, and now I mifs. 

I wan t t he miflrefs of my board ; 
The guardian of my little hoards 
C 



i8 A wife's absence lamented. 

The ruler of my (mall domain ; 
Th' inftru&efs of my infant train ; 
My beft advifer, fureft guide. 
Of feith approv'd, of wifdom tried ; 
The foother of each pain and grief; 
From toil and care the fweet relief; 
The friend, of fenfe and tafle refin'd, 
In all my fav'rite ftudies join'd; 
The cheerful partner of my day, 
With whom the hours roll fwift away ; 
The lovely fharer of my night. 
Sweet fource of ever new delight, 
Within whofe fond encircling arms 
I tafte of more than virgin charms. 



A wife's absence lamented. 19 

All thefe my Delia was to me, 
And thefe, when fhe returns, will be. 
What lover then has caufe to figh 
For abfence half fo much as I ? 
Yet ceafe, my heart ! complain no more. 
But count the joys thou haft in ftore. 



C^ 



( w ) 



A WINTER PIECE, • 



It was a winter's evening, and faft came down the (how 
And keenly o'er the wide heath the bitter blail did blow 
When a damfel all forlorn, quite bewilder'd in her wayi 
Preft her baby to her bofom, and fadly thus did fay : 

** Oh cruel was my father, that fhut his door on me, 
And cruel was my mother, that fuch a fight could fee, 
And cruel is the wintry wind that chills my heart with coH 
But crueller than all, the lad that left my love for gold! 



A WINT^It PIECE. ir 

Hufh, hufhy my lovely baby, and warm thee in my brcaft ; 
Ah little thinks thy fiither how fadly we're difbeft ! 
For, cruel as he is, did he know but how we &re. 
He'd ihield us in his arms from this bitter piercing air. 

Cold, cold, my deareft jewel ! thy little life is gohe : 
Oh let my tears revive thee, fo warm that trickle d6wn. 
My tean tfaatgufh fo warm, oh they fiieeze before they &U ; 
Ah wretched, wretched mother! thou'rt now bereft of all. "* 

Then down fhe funk defpairiiig upon the drifted filow. 
And wrung with killing anguiffi, lamented loud her woe : 
She kifs'd her baby's pale lips, and laid it by her fide ; 
Then cafl her eyes to heaven, then bow'd her head, and died. 



C3 
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.DUNCAN> \yARNING. 



As o'er the heath, amid his fteel-clad Thanes^ 
The royal Duncan rode in martial pride. 

Where, full to view, high-topp'd with glittering vane 
Macbeth's ftrong towers o'erhung the mountain's Hi 

In dulky mantle wrapp'd, a grifly form 
Rufh'd with a giant's ftride acrofs his way ; 

And thus, while howl'd around the rifing ftorm. 
In hollow thundering accents pour'd difinay. 

Stop, O King ! thy deftin'd courfe, 
Furl thy ftandard, turn thy horfe, 



DUNCAN^S WAHNIKO. I3 

Death befets this onward track. 
Come no further,— quickly, back. 

Hear'ft thou not the raven^s croak? 
See'ft thou not the blafted oak? 
Feerft thou not the loaded Iky ? 
Read thy danger, King, and fly. 

Lo, yon' caiUe. banners glare 
Bloody through the troubled air; 
Lo, what fpe^es on the roof 
Frowning bid thee ftand aloof! 

Murder, like an eagle, waits 
Perch'd above the gloomy gates, 



C4 



±4 0UNCAN*S WAILNINO. 

Juft in aft to pounce his prey ; 
Come not near— —away ! away I 

Let not plighted faith beguile ; 
Honour's femblancej Beauty's fmilei 
Fierce Ambition's vcriom'dJart; ' 
Rankles in the feft'ring heart. 

Treafon, arm'd againft thy life, 
Points his dagger, whets his knife. 
Drugs his ftupifying bowl. 
Steels his unrelenting foul. 

Now 'tis time ; ere guilty night 
Clofes round thee, fpeed thy flight. 
If the threfliold once be croft, 
Duncan! thou'rt for ever loft. 



DUNCAN S WARNING. I5 

On he goes ! ■ r efiftlcfs Fate 
Haftes to fill his mortal date: 
Ceafe, ye warnings, vain tho* tme. 
Murder'd King, adieu! adieu*' 



'* The idea of this raeflenger of terror, here engrafted on the ftor^r of * 
Macbeth, is derived from an incident which the French hiftorians relate to 
have occurred to Charles VI. in the foreft of Mans. 



( a6 ) 



SUSANNA'S VIGIL. 



Twelve times the flow-voic'd village clock 
From mofi-grown turret founded deep ; 

The guardian dogs, the folded flock, 
And toil-fpent hinds, were funk in fleep. 

Alone Susanna wak'd: her arm, 

Tear-moiften'd, propt her languid head ; 

Full on her heart flie felt th' alarm, 
And fudden ftarted from her bed. 

On this fad night a year had roll'd, 
A year of forrow's darkeft fhade, 



Susanna's vigil. tj 

Since low beneath the hallowM mould 
Her William's clay-cold corfe was laid. 

Too well her memory kept the date 

Of woes that knew but one relief; 
And forth fhe went, with tottering gait, 

To tafte the luxury of grief. 

Acrof^ the green, the church-yard way 

She fcarce difcern'd amid the gloom. 
Till from the moon a friendly ray 

Burft thro' and gleam'd on William's tomb. 

With throbbing breaft fhe fought the place, 

And knelt befide the facred ftone ; 
To heav'n {he tum'd her pallid face. 

And clafp'd her hands in ipeechleis moan. 



^ Susanna's vigii:* 

At, length ihe cried (her hollow vdcc 
Broke awful thro' the (hades of ni^), 

•* Dear objedl of my earlieft choice, 
Once my heart's joy, my eyes' delight; 

If yet, a fpirit clad in air, 

Thou hover'ft round thefe cold remains; 
If earthly things be yet thy care, 

Thy once-lov'd firiends, and native plains; 

Oh turn thy pitying looks of love 
On her, thy own betrothed maid; 

Brood o'er her like the tender dove. 
And fly to thy Susanna's aid ! 

Twelve difmal months this tortur'd bread 
Nor joy nor foft repofe has felt ; 



SUSANNAHS VIGIL. 2q 



Oh enter thou, a fainted gueft» 
And grief in holy fervGuis mck ! 

So fliall thefe poor remains of breath 
No more in fighs accufe my fate ; 

But for the welcome flroke of death 
In peace my patient foul ihall wait/* 

This faidy fhe rofe . and now fhe hears 
(With Fancy's fond illufions warm) 

Sweet mufic trilling in her ears, 
And fees her William's glitt'ring form. 

The vifion ceas'd.— She flow returns, 
With backward look and falt'ring pace; 

With rapture's fire her bofom bums. 
While feverifh luftre lights her face. 



^ SUSANNAHS VIGIL. 

Now faint, exhaufted, on her bed 
Her limbs the lovely mourner throws ; 

Kind ileep around his poppies fhed. 
And Nature finks in cahn repofe. 

But deep within her adiing breafl 
Lurks the keen foe that faps her life ; 

And foon in one eternal reft 

Muft clofe the forrowing ling'ring fhife. 



( 3^ ) 



ARTHUR AND MATILDA. 



Bright ihone the ftars, the moon was funk, 

And gently blew the breeze, 
As, homeward-bound, the ftately fhip 

Rode o'er the Indian feas. 

High on the poop in lonely watch 

Young Arthur penfive flood, 
And eyed the quivering lights of hcav'n 

Refledied in the flood. 

But many and many a league his thoughts 
O'er land and water roam ; 



3a ARTHUR AND MATILDA* 

They fly to Britain's diftant ifle, 
To dear Matilda's home. 

His bufy fancy paints the fair 
Array'd in all her charms ; 
He taftes the kifs of fweet return. 
And folds her in his arms. 

Till waken'd from his rapturous dream 

He hean the flapping fails. 
And chides, with fond impatience (lung, 

The tardy-winged gales. 

♦* O waft me, fome kind Power, he cried. 
With fpeed to Britam's fhore ; 

Placed by the fide of her I love, 
I'd afk of Fate no more ! 



ARTHUR AND MATILDA. 33 

Blow, blow, ye flumbering windsi ye (ails \ 

Catch every fleeting breath 5 
The ftormy blaft with danger fwells. 

But this delay is death/' .. 

Then, as acn>fi the wat*ry wafte 

He bent his cheerlefi eye$, 
From out the gloom a whitening form, 

Dim-feen, a^ear'd to rife. 

Swift-gliding on the fight it grew ; 

And now, in profpedl plain, 
A little boat was feen to come, 

Self-movM athwart the main : 

And in the ftem, in gliftVlng white, 
A maiden fat to guide : 
D 



34 ARTHUR AND MATILDA. 

Right to the ihip fhe fteerM her courfe, 
And foon was at the fide. 

Young Arthur, fpeechlefs with amaze. 

Beheld the wond*rous fight, 
And feem'd a well-known &ce to view, 

That flione with paly light. 

With beating heart and mind difturb'd 

He gaz'd upon the maid, 
Who upward tum'd an eager look. 

And " Know'll me not?" flie faid. 

" O'er ocean wide, thro* dafhing waves, 

Behold Matilda come 
To meet her Arthui^ on his way. 

And bear him to her home. 



ARTHUR AND MATILDA. 35 

A home unbleft, forlorn^ and dark, 

While thou art abfent ftill ; 
A narrow houfe ; but yet a place 

Is left for thee to fill. 

Longy long enough with bitter pang» 

My faithful breaft was torn ; 
Longy long enough in fad defpair 

I only liy'd to mourn : 

But now *tis o'er ^again we meet. 

But not again to part ! 
Come then, defcend, embark with me. 

And truft thy pilot's art. 

Ere ftar-light yields to moming-dawft 
A thouiand leagues we'll fail ; , 
Da 



36 ARTHUR AKD MATILDA. 

I care not how the current runs. 
Or which way blows the gale.** 

" What may this mean ?" with faltVii^ voice, 

The trembling Arthur cried : 
'' But if Matilda calls, I co^ie. 

Whatever may betide." 

Then o*er the fhip's tall fide he fprung, 

His promised bride to meet ; 
She drew beneath her little boat 

To flay his tottering feet. 

** Now touch me not, but diftantTit, 

And trim the boat with heed." 
The youth obey'd : ihe tum'd the helm ; 

The veffel flew with fpeed. 



ARTHUR ANP MATILDA 37 

" How pale and wan thy face, my love f . 

How funk and dead thine eyes ! 
And fure fome corpfe's winding-fheet 

Thy cloak and hood fuppUes !" 

" My face m4y well be pale, my love ! 

The night is dank and cold ; 
And clofer than a winding-fheet 

What garmeitt c^ enfold f " 

No more copld Arthjur fpe^, for fear 

And wonder froze his blood ; 
He wildly eyed Matilda now, 

An(} now the darkfome flood. 

In awful filence all the night 
They bounded o'er the tide ; 

D3 



40 Arthur: akd matii«da» 

And opening vaults on either hand 
Gape in the hollow ground ; 

And co£Ens rangM in fable rows 

By glimm'ring light appear : 
Matilda ftopt, and wavM her hand. 

And faid, ** My home is here. 

If thou Matilda's houfe wilt (hare. 

Behold the narrow fpace ^ 
Then welcome, youth ! now truly mine. 

And take a bride's embrace.'* 

Young Arthur ftretch'd his doubtful arms 

To meet the clafping maid ; 
When, lo ! inftead of fleflily fhape, 

He grafp'd an empty fhade. 



ARTHUR- AMD MATILDA. 4I 

The life-blood left his fluttering heart. 

Cold dews his face befpread, 
Convulfive ftruggles fhook his frame, 



And all the Vifion fled *. 



* The idea of this Piece was taken from a Ballad tranflated hy an ingenious 
friend from the German of Buirgher. The flory and fcenery are however 
totally dififerenli and the reiiemblance only cooMs in a vifionaiy journey. 



( 4* ) 



TO MISS E. ON HER HAIR. 



Anna ! ceafe with envious care 
Thus to veil thy lovely face. 
While beneath that fhade of hair . 
Buried lies full many a grace. 

Where's the brow as iv'ry clear ? 
Wliere the cheek's delightful glow ? 
Where the nicely-rounded ear, 
And the well-tumM neck of fnow ? 

Yet thofe auburn locks of thine, 
Down thy face that waving play, 



TO MISS E. ON HER HAIf.. 43 

And in wanton ringlets twine, 
Who could bear to lop away ? 

Soon enough by Falhion's hand 
Shall thofe flowing curls be dreft, 
And each feature marfhall'd ftand. 
Fatal to the gazer's reft. 

But let'me, fecure from harm, 
Lift the veil that checks my fight ; 
Let me view each rifing charm 
With a father's calm delight. 

Forty fummers I have feen, 
Time enough to make me wife ! 
I can look at bright fixteen 
WithpleasM, but undefiring eyes. 



( 44 ) 



A FIRE-SIDE MEDITATION^ 



Alone, with books encompafs'd round, 

Immers'd in ftudious thought profound^ 

I fit, in elbow-chair reclin'd. 

With wrinkled brow and hands entwined, 

Regardlefs of the taper's blaze. 

While length'ning fnuff obfcures its rays ; 

And conjuring up to fancy's eye 

The fhade of many a year gone by, 

I view it in its livery dreft 

Of gloomy, gay, or varied veft, 



A Pf US-SIDE MEDlTATlOCr. 45 

With all its evanefcent train> 

The baby forms of joy and pain. 

As thus I mufe, a fond de{ire> 

In jeafon*s femblanpe^ bids inquire 

From what IdildTource imparted, flovr 

Man's choiceft bleffings here below ; 

What the beft boon of Naturcf's giving, • 

That miakes our lives moft worth the fiving ; 

The precious drug whofe tafte and flavour 

O'erpowers a world of bitter favour ? 

No tedious doubts my mind perplex ; 

Felkity^s xAfimtile fesf : 

Yrom female features (he difpenfes 

The beams that ^bdden all the fenfes \ 

And gives u& mikQ female fmd \ 

A charm all forrow to ControuL 



46 A FIRE-SIDE M£DITATIOir«. 

At to the wand'rer in the night. 

When fcarce a ftar affords its lights 

The fer-ftretch'd wild and foreft drear 

Involv'd in horror's gloom appear ; 

If chance the moon, with rifmg beam. 

Thro' the dun mantle flings a ftream 

Of iilver radiance, darkneis flies, 

.And brighten'd profpefts cheer his eyes^ 

So, deck'd in fmiles and modeft grace. 

When love illumes the matron face ; 

Or from the virgin's blooming dieek 

Kind thoughts and fprightly meanings fpeak. 

The genial heat and vivid ray 

Chafe the black fiends of life away ; 

Care*s frightful phantoms foon are fled. 

Dull languor lifts his heavy head. 



A FIRE-SIDE MEl^ITATION. 47 

And refcued Man is forc'd to own, 
T$ blefsy is Womar!% part alone. 

O ! when the fenfe of female charms 
My fiDzen blood no longer warms ; 
When proof to all the pleafing wiles. 
Soft looks, fweet words, and fweeter fmiles\ 
I fit, thro* privilege of age, 
A moping melancholy fage ; 
Tho* deep in philofophic lore, 
Soon may the taftelefs fcene be o*er ? 
Forcold at heart, and cafed in lead, 
'Twere time indeed that I was dead { 



( 48 ) 



TO THE BIRDS IN MY AVIARY. 



Sweet bir3s ! within this netted bound 
Who hop and flutter round and round, 
Now lurking 'mid the foliage green. 
Chirping, finging, fcarcely feen ; 
Now pecking on the earthy floor, 
And turning every pebble o'er ; 
Say, when you view in air above 
On founding wings the pigeon rove, 
Or rapid fwallows foaring high, 
Or fparrows gaily flirting by. 
Do you not wifh your lot to change, 
And unconfin'd like them to range ? 



TO THE BIKOS IN MlY AVXiJIY. 49 

But think> dear birds I within my re^ 
What ills you mi&» what comforts gain. 
Here needs no anxious care to fhun 
The limed twig, or murd'ring gun ; 
No hawk fufpended over head 
The inftant marks to ftrike you dead ; 
Nor treach'rous wealiel glides by night ^ 

To fill your roods with dire affright. 
Wet to the flun, your kindred troop 
In autumn's rsuns unfhelter'd droop ; 
While you fo (hugly perch together, 
Arid need not wet a fingle feather. 
When all the world is hid in (how. 
And ice-bound ftreams no longer flow, 
And fweeping ftoriris obfcure the air, 
111 do the little wand'ren fare ! 
E 



50 TO f«E BIRl^i IN MY AviARY. 

To fome bne buih in flocks they hk; 
There, funk in mute defpondence^ He, 
Or, pinch'd with cold and hunger, die: . 
While you,, beneath your boarded ihed^ 
Securely hous'd, and duly fed. 
With crops well fiU'd and plumage M^ana, 
May fing awaythe wintry ftorm. 
Such are thecomiforts kin^y meant 
To give your little hearts content ; 
Sure thefe may freeilbm's lo& outweigh, 
If lofs of freedom aught can pay ! 

But ftill fometimes I fee you fret, 
And peck with petty rage your net; 
Your fancy runs on fields and grbves. 
And rambling flights, and abfent lovesL 



TO.THE BIRDS IN MY AVIARY. 5I 

Think then on mCf your lordly hoft, 
An out-door prifoner at the moft ; 
By tether held^ whof9 fiuthpfl Jx>und 
Stretches but twenty miles around, 
Whilft all from Norfolk to Peru 
Is juft the fame to me, as you f 
And diflant friends I ne'er muft fee, 
Unlej^ they deign to come tear me. 
Do I repine ?— fonictimesr^I may ; 
But what am I the better, prty ? 
Then- let's be eafy. Bird and Man, 
Artd mak« the beft of We tve can ! 



E 2 



( 52 ) 



PICTURESQUE: A FRAGMENT. 



IN THE MANNER OF COWPER. 



New follies fpring ; and now wc muft be taught 

To judge of profpcfts by an artift's rules, 

And PiCTURESQUE*s the word. Whatever fcene» 

Gay, rich, fublime, ftupendous, wide, or wild, 

Difdains the bounds pf canvas, nor fupplies 

Fore-ground and back-ground, keeping, lights and ihades, 

To aid the pencil's power ; contracts the brow. 

And curls the nofe, of Tafte's great arbiter. 

Too learned far to feel a vulgar joy. 

** That ftation fhows too much— the boundlefs length 



PICTUIt£S<^Et A FAAGMEKT. 53 

^' Of daz^ing diftance man the near eScSt. 

"Ton village fpiie, bahotom'd in die treet, 

" Takes from the fcene its ftrage dxxndStTf 

" And makes it fmack of mani and thoie llciek kine 

" And well-fed fteeds might grace a country fair, 

" But tame their outlines, and a heavy mais 

** Of glaring light gleams from their polifh'd fides. 

" How ftiff that conic hill ? Thofe chalky clifB 

" Rufh forward on the fight, and harfhly break 

** All harmony of keeping ! 'tis as bad 

** As country parfon's white-beplafter'd front !^' 

Such die grave doftrines oif the modem fage, 
The ProJpe^-CritiCf when, with half-fliufeye, 
And hand-form'd tube, he fquints at Nature's ^works^ 
And takes them piece by piece ; with fix-inch fquare 
Metes out the vaft horizon ; culls, reje6b, 

E3 



54 PICTURESQUE': A, FRAGMENT. 

Lights up, obfqures, axKd \Am the blefied fun. 
And is it thi2s the handiQ9sdd)Ait pFefUnie& 
To rule her mi£bt;fe?.thfls would ihercwifiQc 
Tie Msier's hind to fait the copyift'sfldll?. ', ' 

In Nature all is fair — r-or, if migrac'd 
With flowing form and harmony of hues, 
Yet by the ferce of fom6 aflbdate chann» 
Some touch fublime, or cc»itraft*s magic power, 
It awes, expands, delights, or melts the foul. 

I love to fee the lonely mountain ftart 

Bold from the plain, whofe huge tho' fhapelefe bulk 

Shrinks Egypt's pyramids to pigmy toys : 

I love the piny foreft, many a mile 

Bbckening th' horizon, tho' a dreary moor 

Fill up the fpace between ; I joy to ftand 



.tlCTV&JSSOyB: :A -fAAGMENT. 55 

On the bare ridge Vutmoftvergfey abr-prapt^^^ •"' 
And with an eagle's ken the vafc.bdow, r. / ' 

With all its fietjs, ^JT^^^f fimns, and windtag:riBs, 
At once drink in: Mt roar© my tranfport fwelis, . ' 
If fudden oqmy eafy-ftiirmi^ eye 
Burfts.theiirideioceany tho' die dazzling bbtze - ^ 
Of noon-tide fun refledled from his waves 
Cbnfound aU Ijpacb in xihdiftn^guiih^d li^ 
Celdfttal ^ocy, hail ! my ravifh^d fodl 
Imbibes the bri^t effiilgeac^, '. fqels how Weak • 
Art*s feeble hand to initete thy fires* i. 
And clolhe her colours in thy nubint veft. 
BtEt.Oi that cmce my longing eyes^ might view 
The fky^pt Alps dieir. fjury pinnacles 
Build in tpid '. air. ; or Norway's ragged <JifB 
With filr bcfrihg'd I— what tho' then* forms grpte^ue, 
With lines abrupt and perpendicular, pain 

E4 



$6 picturesque: a f&agmekt. 

Thofe tender optics that demand repcrfe 
On beauty's waving Hne ; yet rather £ur 
rd fill my fancy from thofe mighty ftotcs 
Of vaft ideas, graving on my tyrain 
The forms gigantic of thofe fons of eardi» 
Than own whatever Claude and PoufSh drew. 

Meanwhile my eye not lulidelighted roams 
O'er flower-embroider'd meads, whofe level length, 
The leflTning alders, dimly-gliding feils, i 
And fprinkled groups of cattle, fointly mark. 
For all that painting gives I would not change 
The heart-expanding view, when Autumn's hand 
Wide o'er the champaign pours a billowy fea 
Of yellow com, o'erfpreading hill and dale. 
While from its ifles of verdure fcatter'd round, 
Emerging hamlets lapt in plenty fmile. 



picturesque: a fragment. 57 

Nor does my fight difdain the rural box 
Of ruddy brick or plafter, neat and (hug, 
With paliiades before, and walls behind. 
And iheer-trimm'd hedges, for die gaiden's bound. 
The lines, indeed, are ftiff, and glaring tints 
Refufe to blend, and not a tatter'd roof 
Or mouldering (lone affords one fingle touch 
Oipiiiurefque\ but happy man dwells here. 
With peace, and competence, and fweet repofc, 
And blifi donieftic ; thefe the mental eye 
Suffice to charm, and all // fees is good*. 



* The author is by no means infenfible to the fund of genuine taile, af 
well as the uncommoa powers of .deicription, poflefied by the admired writer 
here alluded to; but he thinks he clearly difcems, that a habit of looking at 
nature merely with a reference to its affording objeds (or the pencil, has, at 
times, given a fidlidioufnefs to his feelings, and led him away from the 
perception of tfaofe beauties of a fuperior order which charm the fimpler 
lover of the country. If this has at all been the effect upon the accompUihed 
wmfhr of the pi^refque fchool, what muft be that upon m^ify of his dif- 
cip&es, the vulgar herd of imitators i 
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A SKETCH OF THE REIGN OF LOUIS XIV. 

PROPOSED AS !A SUBin-ltUTE. to iTHE INSTAVCE OF 
XERXES IN DR. JOHKSOn's IMITATION OF THE 
TENTH SATIRF OF JUVENAL *. 

Has toties opcata exegit gloria ponias. Juvekal. 



Say, doft thou bend a dazzled eye on itatc> 
Pant high for power, and wifli the name of Great : 
See Louis, cradled king of wide domains. 
Delighted grafp with boyiih hand the rdns : 
All bend around, and worfhip at his nod. 
And flattery's incenfe feeds the fiaincied god : 



* Dr. Johnfon has modernized all the example^; of Jiivenal except ihaC «f 
Xerxes. 



A SKETCH OF TSE UEIGW OF UlXns XIT. Jj| 

The world's dread fari in every a& k ieen ; 

What grace of fiirm! wfaatnu^cftyefmicoJ 

His native wiii3om iboms inflmffion's and; 

And, fencM with gusods, luscoiin^ibnididi%by*d. 

Tbe venal Mufes coll the ficdieft haj%i 

And ftrive to d^;nify tfaeir abjcd pndfe; 

And fober Hift Vy even yet will tell 

He phyM dK pageant jfignie wond'ioos wdl : 

He builds, hwes, dances, nay he treads the fhfg^ 

And fhines the ^tt'ring hero of his Tfjt: 

Gay courts, for once fincere, their lord admire, 

And &vour'd beauties feel a mutual fire. 

Withichdnesof pleafure, glory takes her turn. 

And wars and conquefts in his bofom bum. 

Elate with power, impatient of controul, 

Hi^ llioughts of empire fvvell his haughty foul : 



6o A SKETCH OF THE REIGN OF LOUIS XTv: 

No laws he owns, but thofe which bound his mighty 
And every province near him is his right. 
His ardent tegions ifJTue to the field; 
Where'er they prcls, the hoftik armies yield: 
Towns fcarcely fummon^d ojpe their rampir'd gates; 
Imperial Aujlria mourns her ravifh'd ftates : 
He burfk like Ocean o'er Batavia^s plains* 
The Ocean's felffcarce guards her fmall remains. 
By land, by fea, his terrors wide extend. 
And menac'd fov'reigns at his feotftool bend. 

At length, arous'd by hatred or by dread. 

The nations league, with William at their head. 

France conquers ftill, but, conquering, weaker grows. 

And learns to fear her oft defeated foes ; 

While thro* her tatter'd fplendours, worn and bare. 

Pale want, and lean decay, and mifery ftare. 



▲ SKETCH OF THE REIGN OP {.GUIS XIT. 6t 

Advcrfity now comes with giant ftridc, 
DUmay, difgrace, and beggaiy, by her fide. 
No nK)i:e TWviMf^ and CWu// fill the fcene ; 
Dire change for France ! 'tis Marlbrif and EMgtm. 
Rout foUows rout ; till, deep in crimfon (lain. 
The fiin of Louis fets on BUnheinC^ plain. 

Such gloom involves the monarch^ altered £ite ; 
But ills feverer on the mfln await. 
As ftrei^^ and Spirits fink in flow decay. 
He fees his Houfe to early deaths a prey; 
The firequent funerals Bourbon's line de&ce. 
And fisem to threat extindtion to the race. 
Neg^ed, ingratitude, and fadious ftrife 
Imbitter all the fad remains of life« 
A£9i^bn's demons now poflefs him whole; 
Snrppain, his body; keenremorfe, his foul: 



62 A SKETCH OF THE REIGN OF LOUIS XIV. 

Black fuperftition hovers o'er his head ; 
Women and priefts beiiege his dying bed; 
He yields his breath with fcarce one friendly tear. 
And giddy crowds rejoice around his bier. 
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ODE TO THE ^^Ih^Vr Vt / 
COMMOK^'tA.i.T*J- 



|«o|Mr eft. ' ■ >^ ' 



O Fmt^u -miAfitm' i^s^i^ M^Jf- 

rm iMifiiii; ¥ im^-mf^. if^^f^ 

F«« ^uSrf lb«^ liMi t**^«i*** >^**«^^ 






64 ODE TO THE GENIUS OF A COMMONWEALTH. 

I turn difdainful : — ^thou my brcaft infpie, 
And give to found thy praife with all a freeman's fixe! 

If earth's firft fons» untaught and rude. 
The lab'ring hind and fhepherd fwain. 
By fubtle craft or force fubdu'd, 
Receiv'd with awe a monarch's chain; 
If filken Afia lov'd the rod. 
And crouch'd before a mortal God ; 
Yet Art and Science chofe thy fidrer fway ; 
Thine was the flow'r of man, thy date was Reafon's day. 

O fouls enflav'd to vulgar pride, 
O dead to genuine glory's flame, 
Who dare thy limple form deride, 
And treat with fcorn thy facred name I 









Hence EsRipe'^seakBs ^ milder loff«pe fnw^'i!. 



* Among tlie vndibe tiftes <if Ocrmaor aeoc tbe Kosth, tne after t£ 
g was on! J tint of as ctefted kaoer in war, and head cf die mckmal 
incib in peace. Tbe feudal frftem wfaidi fucxnded die ^ of tfat Ranun 
tpircy thouglx tdtaSj advciie to tbe true pnDci{ies of a commonveate^ 
f powerfuUj oootrodbd tibe aUcdute power of kings, and prefcrvcd, am<M^ 
: nobles at kaft, fome ideas of Ubertj. 



66 ODE TO THE GENIUS OF A COMMa(NW£ALTH. 

Of &>le Dominioa's af&re force 
Let venal fophifts idly boall;' 
Can idiots fteer in wifdom's courfe. 
Or babes lead on the warrior hoft? 
The haughty minion of the hour 
May. wield awhile uncertain pow*r; 
But 'tis alone thy fteady, ftrong controul 
Can bend each ftubbom Part beneath tfie mighty wHoi 

Witnefs the loud tempeftuous (Irifc 
That now o'er Gallia's land is roll'd. 
Where ftifled Freedom drains for life. 
And panting Pow'r fcarce keeps his hold. 
In vain, by daring Richelieu broke. 
Her nobles bow'd beneath the yoke, 



ODE TO TUB GEMIUS OF A COMMONWEALTH. 67 
And Lbuis* twin'd wiA his tiic nation's £une; 
She fcoms dic^rapid dregs of Bourbon's lofty name. 

Batavia I diee the Muie ihall moum^ 
By friends and iocs alike controul^d. 
Thy native (hength by hSUoa torn. 
By fefeign arms thy freedom fold: 
Such dire amends, alas! were due 
To gen'ral rights ufurp*d by Few ; 
So weak thy ill-built pow'r's contraded bafe^ 
Unfit to bear the load d[ Nallau's giant racef . 



^ Louis XXV. tlie fplendour of whoCe reign (cemed to conible his fubje£U 
for their miieriesy and for the total lofs of their political freedom. /■ 

-f The bafis of the Dutch conftitution was never properly laid. The fclf- 
appointed ariftocracies in the towns have ever kept from the body of the people 
all (hare of political influence. Hence the want of a due conftitutional 
balance ta the eiceffive power of the Naflau family. 
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68 ODE to THE GENIUS OF A COMMONWEALTH^ 

Meanwhile, beyond th* Atlantic tide, 

/ 

A people, new to fov'reign fway, 

Their bonds diflblv'd by regal pride. 
In peace their equal laws obey. 
No high-bom partial claims encroach. 
No titled Great the Mean nepioach : 
The wholefome rule is ev'ry freeman's choice, 
And Public Good prevails, while ipeaks the Public Voice. 

Great Guardian of colle£led Man I 
Sole obje<Sl of the Patriot's care ! 
Thy form fublime let Britons fcan. 
And fix their gen'rous paf&ons there : 
Forgot each petty, felfifli end. 
To THEE let ev'ry thought extend: 
Be THINE the public truft, the ruling part: 
Let Kings command the knee, but thou poffefe the heart 



(69 ) 



AN EPISTLE TO MR. AIKIN, 

STUDENT IN NEW COLLEGE, HACKNEY. 



MaXtTTtt iif -Mm 9*^0 rat vai\pn% tXivOi^; tTtt) tuf ytu^iiv* 

LVCIAK. 



Dear to my heart, my Arthur, friend and fon ! 
How fwiftly feem the circling years to run. 
While, ripening through the filent lapfe of time, 
Thy blooming promife h^lens to its prime ! 
Xrcwhile, on Merfey's bank, the vigorous boy 
Plied the clofe talk, or fiiatch'd the fleeting joyi 
Then fields remote were trod, and diftant dreams 
Beheld thy fports, and heard thy youthful themes. 

F3 



70 AN EPISTLE TO 1^. AIKW. 

Now, with the fpreading form, the mind expands. 
Exerts new powers, and ftronger toil demands: 
Thy well-ikill'd mafters- point Ao Rowing -pagef ^ 
And feed thee with the poet and the fage ; 
Prune thy young pinions for a bolder flight. 
And try thine eyes with intellefhial light. 
At length thy footfteps feek the ftudiousJialls, 
Where to her train, mature Inftru£tion calls; 
Where, as of old in Academus* groves, 
The fcMin benign of facred Wifdom roves, 
Thofe walls receive thee, which, with fav'ring eyes, 
The Goddcfs view'd, as late fhe faw them rife. 
Where, near to fight, for wealth and arts renown'd, 
Augusta rears^her towers, and Ipreads her arms arouni 

Within thefe feats, by Freedom's hand defign'd, 
Rais'd by the liberal friends of human kind, 



AN EPX8TJLE TO MR. AIKIK.* 7 1 

No flavifh forms betray ingenuous youth. 
And early quench the native zeal for truth ; 
Train pliant fbuls to take ^ matter's bent, 
^ School'd in the difcipline of blind ajfent\ 
No myftic creeds chalk out their narrow line^ 
Nor human fyftems claim a right diviile ; 
No fordid intereft prompts th* unrighteous fear. 
Left learning fearch with fpirit too fincere : 
Here, fix>m the fource divine, the fount of heav'n. 
Flows the large ftream as pure as it wais giv'n ; 
With chaften'd daring, yet with upward eye. 
Serene Philofc^y here reafons high ; 
Rich Science fpreads profafe her various ftore, 
Still ihews new fcenes, and holds the lamp to more ; 
While every gentler Mufe her aid imparts. 
And fafhions manly fenfe to lettered arts. 
F4 



72 AN EPISTLE TO MR. AIKIN. 

Succefs and hononr crown each generous plan 

That aims to raife, adorn, ennoble Man ; 

To lift the foul firom felf and low defires; 

To bid the bofom glow with focial fires ; 

To clear the mifts of Prejudice away ; 

Thro' Falfehood's night to pour the guiding ray; 

To catch the radiant beams of Truth divine. 

And point the path to Virtue's awful fhrine ! 

Soon from thefe ftudious cloifters burfting forth 

I fee the forms fublime oia^lve worth: 

The Moral Teacher^ copious, pure, and warm, 

With words to move, and reafon to inforrji : 

The bold AJJertor of thefreeborn mlnd^ 

Zealous her galling fetters to unbind. 

Sworn foe to power ufurp'd by force or fraud, 

By title, age, And haughty names unaw'd: 



AN EPIiTLB TO WA. AIKIN. 73 

The Patriot firm, whofe unfubmitting fi^ul 
Nor flatt'ry melts, nor menaces contixml, 
True to his word, in every purpofe juft. 
By private virtue mark'd for public truft: 
The Friend ofman^ who, fcoming Ibft repole, 
From clime to clime contends with human woes; 
Whofe mild compaffion tempering virtuous rage, 
Frefents a Howard to the coming age. 

And thou, my Arthur, with unwearied fierce 
If ftill thou urged on thy forward couHe, 
Ardent the prize of high defert to gain. 
And fix thy foot in Learning's lofty &ne; 
If true to virtue ftill thy bofom beat, 
And conicious worth infpire its genial heat; 



74 AN EFirrhiB, to mr. aikik. 

Thou too ainid the band mayft hold thy plac*e» 
And fhed a venial pride o'er all thy race ; 
Break thro* the bafriersof an J^umbleftate, * ' -^ 
Rank'd with the wife aiid good, far, &r above thef great 



( 75 ) 
SONNET TO MRS. BARBAULD. 

Marchy X79a 



Thus fpeaks the Mufe, and bends her brow fevere* 
** Did I, Letitia, knd my choiccft lays, 
<* And ci^ovm thy youthful head with frefheil bays, 
<* That all th' cxpc£lance of thy full-grown year 
•* Should lie inert and fruitlels? O revere 
^< Thofe (acred gifts whofe meed is deathlefs prai(e, 
•* Whofe potent charms th* enraptur'd foul can raifc 
** Far 6x)m the vapours of this earthly fpherc : 
** Seize, feize the lyre ! refume the lofty ftrain ! 
** 'Tis time, 'tis time ! hark how the nations round 
*' With jocund notes of Liberty refound, 
" And thy own Corsica has burft her chain ! 
^' O let the fong to Britain's fhores rebound, 
'< WhereFreedom'sonce-lov'dvoice is heard, alas! in vain.' 



( 76 ) 
SONNET 

TO HIS EXCELLENCY GEORGE WASHINGTON, 
PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA. 



Point of that Pyramidy whofe folid bafe 

Refts firmly founded on a nation's truft. 

Which, while the gorgeous palace finks in dufl. 
Shall fland fublime, and fill its ample fpace : 
Ele^ed Chief of Freemen \ greater fer 

Than kings whofe glittering parts are fix'd by biith; 

Nam^d by thy country's voice, for long tried worth. 
Her crown in peace, as once her fhield in war : 
Deign, Washington ! to hear a Britifh lyre, 

That ardent greets thee with applaufive lays, 

And to the Patriot Hero homage pays : 
O would the Mufe immortal flrains infpire, 

That high beyond all Greek and Roman fame, 
Might foar to times unborn thy purer, nobler name? 



( 77 ) 
SONNET 

TO THE REV. JOSEPH P&IESTLEY, LL.D. F.R.S. icC 



Priestley ! whofe ardent ever-a^ve (bul 

Tliro' earth and beav'n has held unwearied flight. 

And dipp'd her pinions in the fount of Ught, 
Unaw'd by fear, and fpuming vain controul: 
Truth's dauntlefs champion ! prompt ho: facred cauie 

iUike with fword and buckler to defend; 

Virtue's pure votary ; Freedom's ftedfaft friend; 
Patron of public rights and equal laws: 
Go on triumphant! view with noble fcom 

The bigot's rage, the pedant's bloated pride ; 

Secure, with Truth and Freedom at th^ fide, 
To win thy ftedfaft way. O foon be bom 

7%<7f day whofe beams no wifehood fhall abide. 
Bright RiaforCs day! I hail th' approaching mom ! 



( 78 ) 



SONNET TO RICHARD PRICE, D.D. F.R.S. 



Illustrious Veteran in that noble band. 
Who, ayra'd with Reafon's panoply divine. 
And trained by Virtue, round the radiant flirine 
Of Liberty, a ftedfaft phalanx ftand : 
Friend of all human kind! whofe generous foul. 
By no mean intereft cramp'd, no partial aim. 
Expatiates free, and, touch'd with heavenly flame. 
Speeds the large wifh to blefs, from pole to pole : 
Thou wilt not waver in the glorious fight, 
Tho' hate, and fcom, and calumny, affail. 
Foes long difdain'd ! nor heed the gorgeous tal^ 
Of Prejudice in Wifdom^s livery dight : 
For fooner fhall the World's firm pillars fail. 
Than Freedom quench her fires, and Knowledge fink in 
night f 



MISS MAir jts^fZ jcr^^?r 



Sach vai tbe taeaiwt tir^ 'l^, ijusi 2t^:aat, 

And on tbe feat, yetruri s^- iL«fls«i ««cs. 
Long Ann dmc S^Bms^ xl iiifb£-J^ ne:»9nr fesc< 

Kdibnowsfiov^ an^kccs 5c^pe:d aritte. 
But Faidi fliedi ocmfeit od &e tzoulttfid xiuod» 

And Gnstitiide recounts what ooce iras pr^a: 
To HIM who lent it be the boon refignM: • 

What foul m fpotlels, kind, and good, for hfav*ii* 



( 8o ) 



ON THE DEATH OF J. HOWARD, ESQ, 



Howard, thy tafk is done ! thy Mafter calls. 

And fummons thee from Cherfon's diftant walls. 

** Come, well-approv'd ! my faithful fervant ! come ; 

•* No more a wand'rer, feek thy deflin'd home. 

** Long have I mark'd thee with o'er-ruling eye, 

** And fent admiring angels from on high, 

** To walk the paths of danger by thy fide, 

** From death to fhield thee, and thro' fnares to guide. 

** My Minijier of good ^ I've fped thy way, 

** And fhot thro' dungeon glooms a leading ray, 

♦* To cheer, by thee, with kind unhoped relief, 

" My creatures lofl and whelm'd in guilt and grief. 



ON THE DEATH OF JOHN HOWARD, E8(^ 8 1 

••< I've led thee, ardent^ on thro' wond'ring climes, 

<< To combat human woeft and human crimes. 

<* But 'tis enough I — ^thy great ctmmfJiorCt o'er ; 

** I prove thy^faithy thy love, thy zeal, no more. 

** Nor droop, that far from country, kindred, friends, 

•* Thy life, to duty long devoted, ends; 

" What boots it where the high reward is giv'n, 

" Or whence the foul triumphant fprings to heav'n?" 



( 8a ) 



EPISTLE TO THE REV, W. ENFIELD, ULD. 

ON PERUSING IN MANUSCRIPT HIS ABRIDGMENT 
OF BRUCKER*S HISTORY OF PHILOSOPHY, 



DeTpicere unde queas alios, paffimque videie 
l^rrare at^iie viam palantcs quxrcre vitXr 

LUOKET* 



O Friend, to whofe clear fight the myftic roll 
Of wifdom lies difplay'd, where fpreading wide 
From India's, Egypt's, or Chaldea's root. 
Thro' fertile Grecian branches, to the boughs 
And twigs innumerous of a later growth. 
The Tree of Knowledge (lands, opake and foil, 




MouffL msoc^ 
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84 EPISTLE TO THE REV. W. El^FIELD, LL.D* 

Of Tufculum, or Tlbur's ftill retreats, 

To court the pladd power of moral truth. 

Come then, my friend ! whofe pure bemgnant bread 

Is wifdom's beft interpreter, O come. 

And teach me hdw to live ; for, fure, 'tis time^ 

When from the traveller's gaze the weft'ring fun 

Pofts down the Iky, 'tis time his courfe were fix'd! 

What, then, is man's chief blifs? — to lift the foul, 

By lonely Contemplation, tb the fouroe 

Of good and fair ; with Reafon's eflence pure 

To feed the thought ; and on the trivial fcene 

Of fublunary things look down unmov'd, 

Self-honour'd, felf-dependent— or to call 

Each potent energy to aftive ufe. 

And urge the flying moments with the weight 



JBPfSTLE TO THE REV. W. ENFIELD, LL.D. 8^ 

Of ftrong exertion, preffing ardent on 

To fome bright point of diftance— or to ftesd . 

With loitering foot along the vale obfcurc, 

And pluck gay flowers, and dally with the tims 

In carelefe fport, and fong, and converfe fweet, 

Delightful interchange !■ or, plodding^on^t^ 

With rule in hand, with grave and meafur'd ftep. 

To pace the level, line-drawn 4ven\ie, 

Where bufinpfs, ineals, and il^p, in order due» 

Like fhrvihi and ftatues in a Dutchman's walk. 

Succeed niqvaried? Say, in which of thefe. 

The paths of human life, her feiry tread 

Has Happinelr imprinted? Shall we try. 

By beating wide the ground, to catch a glimpfc 

Of the ftill-flying phantom ; orpurfue 

With )ieedful diligence on? chofen tr^ck;f 

G3 



86 EPIStLE TO THE REV. W. ENTIELD, LX.D. 

For me, whom Fate has deiUn'd to the roimd 

Of fober bufmefs, and a)B fober joys ; 

Whofe roving wing is clipt;.whofe eager eye, 

A-gaze for diftant wonders, muft contraft 

Its narrow'd focus to a map and book; 

Who, for the vivid flafli of living wit. 

And voice-clad eloquence, muft court the beams 

That fhine in faint reflexion from the page ; 

How fhall I beft preferve the genial flame 

Alive within my breaft ? how trim the lamp. 

And clear from gathering dregs and vapours dim ? 

Soon, foon, the brief delights of fenfe muft fail ; 

And buoyant fpirits, from the rapid tide 

Of youtWul blood evolv'd, wax tame and dull: 

What then fhall fave me from the palfying grafp 

Of cold IndiflFerence, leagued with fick Difguft, 



XPISTLE TO THE REV. W. ENFIELD, LL.0. 8/ 

Slack Liftleflhelsy and fuUen Melancholy? 
Terrific group ! Will pcning o'ef the leaves 
Of (agePhilofi>phy, \nth elbow chair. 
Fire-fide, and winking taper, chafe away 
Thefe black intruders? Ah ! too well I know. 
Already know, how hang the heavy hours 
Of ftudioiis Indolence, that only feek$ 
In thoughts of other men to lofe its own* 
Then fball I feize the quill; fcrew high each choid 
That vibrates in the brain; dilate the bread 
With mi^ty heavings ; roufe the throbbii^ heart 
With keen emotions ; touch with noble fire ; 
And pour the glowing torrent on the page? 
Or, arm'd with patient induftry, lead on 
To flow maturity fome f;dr defign, 
The child dfufe and knowledge, which may ftand 

G4 



88 EPISTLE TO THE REV. W. ENFIELD, |iL«I>. 

A monument for 2^? fuch as thine. 
Where learning, fenfe, and lucid order, clad 
In clear expreffion, frame a perfed: whole. 
Or rather, pens and books thrown far afide^ 
Relume Ambition's fire ; with defperate plunge 
Rufli in the crowd, and elbowing on my way 
Thro' friends, thro' foes, and fierce Contention's din. 
Catch at fome gilded prize, fome meteor gay, 
And, having toiich'd it— r-drop I 

Thus, void of certain aim, not ftraying wide, 
Perplex'd, not loft, I take my dubious way. 
And wilt not thou a friendly arm extend 
To point my footfteps, and with cheering voice 
Exhort to ftedfaft majrch and bold advance? 
Long in the prime of manhood, fide by fide 



EPISTXE TO THE HET. W. EVFIELD, LL.D. 89 

We ran^ and joffd to pvc die mntiial hand 
In podis oUcoie and rogged: i hrei^J ooWf 
IvaibAeiearcompmioaQftBjToadf 
And wander lonely. Yet, what Fate allowiy 
Let me not want : — the freipient wordf of lovey 
The prudent coonfel, admonition kind. 
And all die free overflowings of die Ibiil, 
In lettered interooiuie; — and fixnetimes, too, 
More vahi'd, as moie rue, dip Friend itttin^ 



( 90 ) 



HORATIAN PHILOSOPHY. 



From fcenes of tumult, noife, and flrife. 

And all the ilk of public life ; 

From waiting at the great man's gate. 

Amid the flaves tibat fwell his ftate; 

From coxcomb poets and their verfes; 

From ftreets with diariots throng'd, and hearfes: 

From rattling fpendthrifts and their guefts. 

And dull buffoons with fcurvy jells ; 

From fafhion*s whims, and folly's freaks ; 

From ihouts by day, and nightly fhrieks; 



Ois: 






92 HoaJkTIAN PHILOSOPHY. 

Sometimes thro' Stok walks fublime 
Up the TOQ^ fteep of Virtue climb; 
From phildi^^c hei^its look down^ 
Nor heed if Fortune finile or frown ; 
In Wifflom's mantle dofely furl'd^ 
Defy the tenqiefts of the world ; 
Andy (coming all that's not our own^ 
Place every good in mind alone* 
Then, Aiding to an eafier plan^ 
Put off the God, to be the Man ; 
Refolve the oflfer'd fwcets to prove 
Of focial bowls, gay fpcwts, an4 love; 
Give froward life its childiili toy. 
Nor blufh to feel, and to enjoy. 
Yet ever, as by humour led. 
Each path of life in turn I tread. 




OTcr flcdDBBBNi £1^ SBC TifWTung'? jaac^ 



Whuc Kc m im fliinrt widi Bcjui niT> 
And carfls o*cr aD die ^iftw^ fcene 
Heribbcrliaey andH^fescne. 



( 94 ) 

CUPID AND HIS TUTOR. 

IMITATEJO FJLOM BIOK^ IDYL. Ill* 



Slumbe&ikg beneauih die ihade I hf, 
Oppteft by SoFs meridian ray^ 
When to my eyes^ in viiion bright, 
AppearM the queeai of ibft; delist; ; 
Tcrang Cupid in her hand ihe led. 
Who bafhfiil hung his little head. 
** Here, gentle fwain !'* the Goddefs cried; 
** My boy*s maturer ftudies guide ; 
Teach him to ftrike the founding lyre, 
And love of (acred bards infpire.'* 
She (aid: — ^with awe I took the child, 
And, by his modefl looks beguil'd. 



CTTFtD kXD BIS TCTOK. 

Began to raij with 7fyc& £ige. 
My Icdmc od great Homer's page ; 
Exphin'd tbe Theban's devknn linet 
And dwek on Maro*s veife divine. 
The ffddj boy with fli^ regard 
Ran o'er each grave majeftic bard. 
And (aid he would my paim repoy^ 
By teaching me Ins finr'rite btf^ 
Then cardefcing cf l0va ani fctikc. 
His wanton poriBS b tnivlwr' ^ vi We. 
Of mortal aod mmmA isam,- 
And aO At Bttif l^tie Hm«#« 
I hade has (oafe bie iife ;)^!W 
Yctfir«infftJW r*«i«u vvii. ^ 
rd ipzsor jbv^ iie n#»^ yti^ 



{ 96 ) 



ULYSSES IN THE ISLAND OF GALYPSO. 



o3^ 



Stretched on a rock the grirf-wora wanderer lies, 

And o'er the ocean itrains his laboring eyes: 

Far ofFthe fea and dim horizon meet. 

And reftlefs waves break murmuring at his feet. 

Here, as the fad, the foft ideas roll, 

Deep floods of anguifh whelm his mighty foul. 

In fancy's glafs his Ithaca appears. 

And mid' the main her rocky bulwark rears. 



b lixs his She, ooir'd^imi iMi» ;^ ^^Ci' ««^- 
Q fcnow joforncyun tg illr ,1ii»r » ^tmr 

\t haidly peUcA fnm im <u# j ■ jty^*aifc- 
ii snoonifiil Tsfios <sa^ Suwhwu j;^ ^^^^ 

le iDazfmamgMmrjrt^.^tMt 



■The wKtdbedouk v^aiMr. ii^ L»'^-y:«i|j^' ci^* 

[ovites tbe bui)^ and dx: ccHtch ^ Ihare : 
H 



98 Ulysses ih thb island ot cAlti^sd; 

He (hum the board with cates ambiofial fpread. 
And coldly prefles a <:eleftial bed. 
The thoughts of home each rifing joy cx>ntn>iil. 
And tender lon^gs all abfoib his foul.. 



( m ) 



ON TROY. 



IKITATSD FKOM A GREEfC Z?^ra JkVf 



Wbe&z, haplds Ilixhm '. mc istr T^ot 

Thy (bleimi trmpiri. STi v*r?i at^.ic » 
Tfaygoan&aiFdsa^ ifl:SBrai^»tt art i*-.- 

AndaDibrvaicBri 

Tbjail^ tbraob tir ^,<^^ « -. .^ 

TbTpnlttfysma. aaca V;^ ,.^ _ , ^ 

ButdajtcBdoBMBirfiMe't^ ^^^^^ 



( 100 ) 



SENECiE HERCUL. FURENS. 



ACT IV. CHORUS. 



-tuqtic, O domitor 



Somne laborum, tequies animi, 
Pars humanae melior vitae, 



Qui par regi famuloquc venis, 
Placidus feffum lenifque fovchs : 
Pavidum leti genus humanum 
Cogis longam difcerc mortem; 



( lOI ) 



A CHORUS 

FROM THE HEUCULEf FUEEKf OF lENECAf 
FREELY TRANSLATED. 



ARCVMIITT* 

Hfrcttles, inj^ired by the fur'us nvitb a fit of frmxyi kilii bis 
tvifi mtd cbUdren \ after tvbUb, nature being exbaufiedf be 
falls into a difinrbeJ Jlumber. ^e Cbonu aJembUng round 
biMf Jmg as follows s 



O GENTLE Skepi dioa fwcct relief 

From anxious care and reftleft ftrife; 
Kind medicine of corroding grief; 
• The better part of human life : 

Of kings and flaves impartial friend. 
In peace thou bid'ft the weary lie ; 

And mortals, fearful of their end, 
Teacheft how eafy 'tis to die. 
' H3 



I02 CHO&C^ te. 

Fremc dcncboiii lutpuic gn^u 
Sopor nnlrMmtyis aJEgct axtus; 
Noc ttxrai pnos fieciDiJi Gik^qjI* 
Qoam jncns rcpccadt fvifliiui cmumu 

£a (ufus hnmi fiera icxod 
CorievcdiitatlQaiiiia: nomhim eft 
Tanli pdtis (upciata mail : 

Clavas^e gravi lafliim icditiis 
Klandaie caput , quaerit vacua 
Pondera dextra, motu jaSans 
Brachia vano : ncc adhuc omncs 
Expulit aeftus : fed, ut ingenti 
Vexata Noto fervat longos 

o 

Unda tumultus, et jam vcnto 



in -dir joBis jnw^ to«d 

ibd jII dr xiiisii^ dnm tioiiN 

Wlut hotiid chraw KdKMt' K;w0^ fi^ ^ 
Tlie fidlen fhiti» die AiM £t\^M\^ 
die tumult of hi« K>\\1 



With arms around him vainly h>(K 
He feeks the well«known club 1^ liHM i 

Still, ftill in direful vilionii lolli 
He feems to think the fotf ii i»i>rtf . 

And as the wava the trmpeft uVfy 
Still heave with forntcr r»ge p<^^f 

H4 



104 c Hot. us, &C. 

Ceflante tumet. PcDe in&nas 
Fludus animi: ledeatpidas 
Viitufqiie Tiio. Vel fit podus 
Mens vdaiio condta mota, 
Enor caBcuSy qua caepit, eat. 
Solus te jam pneAare poCeft 
Furor infixitBin^ 



:Xiai 









( io6 > 



CUJUSMODI CUPIT POST YITAM TUMDLUM. 



Noy mihi fc^nicibus Pariis, Gnuaqtie Cariihit 
Vifccribus caefus contegat offa lapis. 

Nee tumulum cxomcnt operofi munere coeB 
In varias fades marmora fidla meum. 



f rear )' 

THE K 3 Mr. -T -^ i. 
DESIRE19 T> e r ^x :^*^T >c^r 






Wh£v nrrpin; ITmm HuiL ii/tMu aiR»» m^ iwa^k, 
Whm wtto^4 W tiie hbfoi^ iiwd^ir JUia^ 

'Tit not flijr wiflb tibat o'«r mv lilicJrelL duft 
Huge piles of {culpcur'd m^k ibould arife; 

That mimjc lanxel fhcmid funouxid my buflt 
And tlie tall obelHk invade tbe ikies. 



I08 MYRTUi. 

Sed poilquam efibetum corpus lucemque peroia 

Exierit campos vita fub aerios, 
Tunc tencri cineres fupremaque bufta poetae 

Obruat exiguo cefpite mollis humus. 
Tunc ego, gleba licet, ftudii non immemor a£li, 

Confona quo vitae fint fua fata meae, 
Confurgam Veneri gratus de cefpite truncus, 

Et fiam patulis Myrtus opaca comis. 
Cui dabit inferias & adorea liba quotannis 

Cum focio venicns culta puella tori. 
Et circa tumulum greffu ter plaudet ovanti 

Ad calami raucos enthea turba modos: 
Et dicent, Cujus cinis hac tcllure quiefcit, 

Magnus amator erat, magnus amator obit : 
Teligeri fuit ille Dei Venerifque facerdos, 

Et cujus fuerat nos quoque turba fumus : 



THE MY&TLE. -IO9 

No; b e the earth fbtw'd lightly o'er my corftf 
And quickly with ito kindred atoms bknd; 

And from the ma(s, by vegetation's force, 
^Burftii^ the mould, a verdant ihrub aicend* 

Congenial with the man, the plant (hall be ; 

The Myrtle, iacred to the Queen of Love : 
Yielding, and kind, and foft of foul is He, 

And Thif, the gimtlefl native of the grove. 

Around me, dius transform'd, a feftal throng 
Of youdis and virgins every year ihall ipeet. 

And weave the dance, and raife the choral (bng. 
And hand in hand this fblemn verfe repeat : 

" Who now within this bark at reft does dwell, 
Was once a gentle bard^ a lover tnie ; 



IVuba (umuft Veneris, Veneris juvat ergo poeta? 
Dlceie^ terra precor non gravis ofla premat I 

Fronde mei pingues dum tondent gramina vaaae, 

Paftor ab aeftivo fydere tutus erit: 
£t placidam flavse fbrmam cantabit arnicas 

Difparibus modulans carmen arundixubus. 

Fors & amsitoris frondes fuccedet eafdem 

Elxpugnata fui mollis amica prece ; 
Blandaque carminibus intcrferet ofcula gratis, 

Ofcula vcl cineres apta moverc meos. 



Aid IK 




Toe Biflfiiig I'jigju gijul^ ber loiptr s pny r. 



Then, in eadi odicr^s dating arms entwined, 
WUSe lips on I^ imprint the burning Iu&, 

And tender fighs, with fervent vows combin^d^ 
The rapt'rous earncft give of future blifi: 



Hi JM Y R T U t. 

Tunc ego ramofas di£fundam lastior umbras ; 

Signaque Istitiae frons manifefta feret; 
Splendidiufquevirens teftabor gaudia; crefcet 

Lu^ria illorum tunc mihi luxuiia^ 

Ula egOy quae fuero baccis modo myrtus ^unaris^ 
Attica turn vincam mella fapore novo* 

Non erit invidiae mihi formofus Cypariflus, 
Theflalis aut Clario cruda puella dpo. 



THie iCT&TXiE. tt| 

I too ihall fed the long-forgotten glow 
To all my frame a new luxuriance give ; 

In ,liriiker tides my mounting juices floWf 
Till every trembling leaf fliall feem to live. 

Ahy then ! I need not wi/h the loftier fate 
Of Phoebus' laurel, or the oak of Jove. 

What fiiixjer ddom a lover dead can wait^ 
Than itiU to fympathize with happy love } 



( "4 ) 



AD FRANCISCUM TURRIANUM VERONENSEM. 



TuRRiy fi aut mihi villa & lar fit lastior, aut tm 
Ferre dotnum tenuem poffis, paiyo&iue penatcs 
Urbe procul run fefe abfcondentis amici. 
Quantum ego te his mecum Caephiis in montibus optcm, 
Montibus his, ubi, fi querulae nemora alta cicadas 
Non rumpant, equidem vix norim aeftatis adefle 
Tempora, tarn leni mitefcit Julius aura 1 
Sed quid, fi eft angufta domus, dum pulvere & omni 
Munda fitu : dum fit nullo turbata tumultu, 
Nefcia curarum, nullius confcia culpae ; 
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A COUNTRY LIF£' 

I AX EWfTLE or niACASTOWCl fJ Mt^ ftC^P^ 
TUULIAVCf. 



VflMJtl 

Or CDwM yp» r mi gfwMJ %. fa 

Hair flnU I>f «^ Mr ** 
Whoe IdbaM «ww.a»MK 

That dhsy^^ joii* M^wg.^. 4m^. 
No fipR Ib^ ifflViC^ k^ML- iwui* ' 



Il6 VITX RpBTIC|L. 

' Alta nbi per totum fit pax, & arnica Camosnis 
Otia, & integri per magna filcntia fomni? 
C^idr9fe^t,,a^u^nliniolaqlaeasia rubra . 
Si infpic^e, ipfe velim fuligine nigra videre? 

, Si non dejedhim Coelo Jovis igne Typhoea, 
Terrigcnafque alios, fpiranti^ figna, videbis - 
Admirans opus aetcmi memorabile Juli ; 
A( bona Libertas aderit,- quae nira beata 
Praecipue infequltur, fimpkxque incendit & C]C lex. 
Hie tibi, fi paidd digiiiK fit inun6ti<»',. aut ft 
Potanti infonuit cyathus, vel fi pede utroquft 
Non fleteris, nemo objiciet, nemoquc fedentcm 
Arguct, hoc illi fi fors fuper inciibuit cms. 
Stare, federe, efle <jx libito & potare licebit. 

Forfitan &, mihi quid vitae, quid fit fludiorum, 
Noflc optas, quo vel damnes, vel fingula laudes. 



»»T 



IJOEy WitWMW bbbdob bbbII ovt 
r looi CHCB sod dqddbs 1 miwi 

I 

Nogidkdittaxbidie 

Widxnit, dtefikneevaft 

lontEi die Miife, 

Wliat dur mjr pisHESiit j^Mif'^ifl^ 

Can booft Dd poinflsi ^»i& -ar 

ImnKxtal work 'if /fiiif^^ ie&iu«M. 
Yet FiiBedon 'xa^ tSL ^'.< ^ ^-^ 
The rowV 4iC j«P<t-^s^ 4Wfu |«swc 

HOTM 

AadAo 



iiS VITA wmaunu . 

mxnt inenit; jnvit Aurdnm Silciiimic Ti^Bn^ : 
ViSoeDtenif <pi noa alio OQnfiiigit.£oo 
Fnldinor, imde ncnd Igidniiiii fingiilai Inoew 
Et filvae, fo]iiiiiiq[iK^ 2c gidis nblMba^ sow ^ 
Faite alia Bencom alio de colfe iUiitxi, 
Centum cui viridcs inyagunt flnuiina Ifjaijim. 
# Ipfeiinunia^giioGqutprnug^ 



Turn juvat aut fpe^are bovfs mu^tibiis alta 
Complentes nemora, aut pulfas in pafcua capras. 
Prae caper it, cui barba jubat, cui comua pendent 
Intorta, & grandes olido dc corporc fctac- 








jThc loniig bodi o fifyvTM the iHfMt» 
llie goods gD feftli tDbfOMffe the rockf 
Led bjr tbe £dier of the flock. 
For wreadied horns, and flowing beaxd. 
And fliaggy kngdi of hair, revcr'd. 
I4 



120 • TIT A mVSTIOA.*. 

Feme gi^em idiqimin ocm^ellit anmdine virgo 
UpiliOy multo annaiitur cui baltea fbib. * 1 

Interea natos dilcentesiuftica aonare '. 
Nmnina, vunni nembns gelidain vocdiii tind^ 
Qui libfoG, qui fecum hotas iblatia portent. 
Hiclegitur, viridique toio, (axove fedetur 
Glandifera fub bgp, aut czBtznei hirfiita. 
At vans circum filvisy & fiondibus alt& 
Aflbetae ludunt v(d\icres, atque sthera miilceHt. 
Turn denfum nemus atque umbrae per gramina lata 
Jejunas nos invitant fpatiarier horas. 
At feffi haec inter pueri fitiuntque, ddentque . 
Plus aequo retincri, & jam Mufafque, librofqufc, 
Et Pana, & gelidi pinus odere Lycaei. 
Ergo praecurrere, & aquas, & vina pararunt ' 
Lucenti in vitro, & flores fparfere nitentes. 





Tla^^tm^lj^lim'^mti^m'''^^ 









Till A0Mm\lift^''^ — " ^^ " ''"^*** 



IS TITA mi 

Soficrt* Intcspcsi cidwo looat aica poiniy 

Incv^ilait fi^pSy &doiifiib 

Alfieniis tfjiiin feriuut. & 

lit claffnofy iHnnaf idloft iunct|iic 

£t iMd«D fofaM flv^ica jaffamcnr 

LjBia Goes alto lidens Arfpe6bt OlympK 



UndnradieiaiielkpiniD, ibauiiis, libriqne, rao^ 
Producunty dam iiccam aefta Canis excoqoit tuban. 
Verum, ubi caeruleis ferus fefe extulit undis 
Veiper, & in codium furgentia fidera Texit^ 
Vicina e fpecula, nu^ni admiiator Olympic 
Alta rupe (edens natis ailra omnia monftro. 
Accendoqne animos patris codeftis amoro^ 



TmtmMi 



> md^iki^lkm 



mikftA\t$ib^kmfi0 



MCQOMy friflb Phnriiro body f^owij 



114 . 'YITA EUITTCA^V 

nii admirariy ^ic Gognolcere &3tti difcimt,: : \. 
Cq>hcaqtie9 AiSbimiptt;ic fer?amem^tiftni Bootem. 
Haec ergo pi i rfe iA e iirbr;t>&jCDQtttinxiere niagna ' 
Si poffity ^^id tie bandit, /ne tuxxyus adjiios \ 
Accuras? etiam has^iede^ haec Umiha magnoSw 
Nangerus fiibiitr nee dedignatos a£ree{t j 
Battns amDrMuIarum^ ipfum iquq tenipove plimum 
Fana, atqu6 atiti^u^ cednlt fTelliins amoresJ ". 
Hie me etiam ^fueta Des, medicoltnqxie, iehemque 
Canhinajuflerunt CMiere, &iidercbeatt> 
filudentem nrbem, & malefani murmura vulgi. 
Verum, haec Gibertus ne viderit ipfe, caveto ; 
Ni forfan Bubulone animum curafque relaxans 
Propter aquam viridi lastus confederit berba, - 
Qua placidus Icni defcendit Tartarus amne. 
Scilicet hie numeros non afperantur, & audit 
Nos etiam, & noftram, fit quamvis ruftica, Mufam. 



A COVKT&T LIFF. tt^ 

AndhookB, and walks, and harmlds pbjf 
ConfinBie die remnant of the daj. 

,'fiiitwften, fixxn oat the azure maint 

Tair Hefp^ ifiiiing, leads his train 

. Jb giqr pcooeffioB o'er the &y» 
I moimt a neighboring watch-towV high ; 
And as with pace majeftic roll 
The brilliant orbs around the pole, 
I tell their names, and point the p]ace 
Each holds in ether^s boundlefs fpace. 
And warm my youthful charge with love 
Of their bri^t heritage above. 

Ify then, fuch cheap delights as thefe 
My honoured friend Have pow'r to pleafc, 
Quick let him fly from crowds and care, 
To bieath at large our purer air; 



Turn fiipra icMx£mf Sotin$ Niainta ftq^cft. 



A cotmTHY tkFS. 127 

With me tiie vacant day piolong. 
Repeat with me the cheeiiul foagp 
And jcin in pity for the great, 
Oppce&'d with all the load of ftate. 



( Its ) 



SESTINA IRREGOLARE. 



Vaghe Ic montanine e paftorelle, 
Donde venite si leggiadre e belle? 

Vcgnam da Talpe preflb ad un bofchetto; 
Piccola capannella e '1 nollro fito ; 
Col padre e con la madre in picciol letto 
Dove natura ci ha fempre nudrito. 
Tomiam la fera dal prato fiorito, 
Che abbiam pafciute noftre pecorelle. 



( »9 i 



A RURAL DIALOGUE. 



JCITATED raOM THX ITALIAN OP AMO&LO NtlllAim% 



Mt prettj makk, £> blithe and gay^ 

Widi crook and fcrip, whence come yoU| prayf 

We oome, Sir».6om the neighb'ring hUl| 
Clofe by the fount of this clear rill. 
There, in a little tuft of greeni 
Our fiuher's ftraw-roof 'd cot is feen. 
Beneath that dear, tho' narrow, fliedi 
We, fillers all, were bom and bred. 
Our bufinefs is to tend our flocks 
In yonder vale o'erhung with rocks ; 
K 



130 tstTi]4. Miftciiuimx. 

Qjpl h '1 poefe doive sate fiele? 

C3ie ^ bd fruttD fima csgoi altio boe! 

vraitiiic aamof ¥0i ini fonxt^ 

Ne Qfo ne aigento in yoi non bcey 

E mal veftite, e paiete an^dk. 

Ben fi pcflbn Mm*ftk^4^iiSlkAii^^^^^^ X^ 1 ^^'' 

C3ie non e terra di si grande altezae 

Ora mi dite fe vi cdn^ntate - 

Di ftar ne Talpe cosi pOvdrdle* V ' 



Wfaenfedy weckivcidiBmlxnDraCGTe; 
So iMiiry kiiid Ski «& take our leave* 



O w&at amft bB cbe fivoBE'd glace. 
That yidfcfiiA. rfianro ami natopg gyaccj 
As mffic wcah no nuac cm ibrowd^ 
Than oaooMb^s Gul, an envious doml ! 
Lofe's gamine piu^euy yoa (eem« 
From each for £kb fiich pleafures beam. 
iVcfl inipU it giieve your booties nrc 
To wafle tfaeoifidTcs on ddett air> 
When cooits and dtks would delight 
To g^ve diem to the public fight ! 
But tell me, do you feel content* 
Within thefe lonely regions pent? 

K 2 



Fin <be non. file dafcoaa (B voi 

Se nao be' ^a^i^km^^^JSaUOim'' '''-'>'''? '•'' 



A aim Air MAiocvc. 1 31 

Mbce tnK CDoleiit widui «f Ardb 
While lofios Id die ionr^fy ddK 
jrhan filli die bneafls of bdks fvesitf 
Wlule daDdag in die smm of ftale* 
No weaUi we want, or fine annf ; 
Flovfcn ate ciniuyi to msuKe oi CT* 



^f'jL n'v/bR jjifWii gnivoi •jI^'IlT 

ODEXXin. BOOK III. HflTATED. 

' .*t^ft lo 201007 srit ar jnbn^li ^liii 7/ 



TO THE POOR. 

If pure of hand, and pure of heart, 
To heaven you lift your humble vows. 

And pay with grateful mind the part 
Of fervice due, your lot allow^ ; 

The foft'ring influence froim above 
Shall on your heads like dew defcend; 



Shall blefi you witfi a Father's love, 

AnA make yoifcA jour Goif. your fniaai. ' 

The confecrated ^ome to raife. 

And heaven-ward point the glittering fpire. 
With gems to bid rich altars blaze, 

And fill with folemn founds the choir; . 

To feed with pomp Devotion's flame. 
And fhow Religion deck'd with ftate ; 

Thefe cares the high and wealthy claim : 
Then leave them to the rich and great ! 

Before the Sovereign of mankind 
All earth-bom fplendours fade away: 

He feeks the tribute of the mind, 
And aiks no more than you can pay. 



136 tlORACE IMITATED. 

Let thoughts of love and duty nie . 

Warm fiom a guiltle& bofixn's (lore. 
And truft in fuch a iacrifice: * 

Not crowns nor mitres ofier more I 



THE END. 
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SONNEIS. 




Kl^VKZT 1. 



7:j^2.jf: LZTE. ^ i f":/ . xjj.?,^.: . -J, 



..— ;;j * -.:»:••:■ —I'. i: . • i 



Muda -gnTTKhr ".»- rjf •tnct :i: itrra: -vj»-.\ 

UTac c'ia-tiir ou:*. ax\: rjor tur iiv^M.'j?^^ ^iwi^Cfc 

Pleased I kwik ba^ and vjrw ij» rra!».5ttaJ \*x 

Tint ln» d:i:r jjdAM ihzcc^ Asii avxn 1^ tvN^u 

Of evauBz smiics en zhc grc\ hsT:)c%\tfCV.u 

And yoo feraken tow'r that un^tr )u> n»u : - - 
The fitted carhroS mith salver ^Kratu 

Is touch'd, and hush*d is all the billowv ^kx]' ^ 
Sooth'd by the scene, thus on nr*d lUiwivV K\N»*t 
A stillness slowly steals, and kiadit^l iV)^f i 

While sea-sounds lull her, as s))e sinkst to i^kv|s 
Like melodies wliich mourn U)h>i\ the ly vv, 
Wak'd by tlic breeze, and, as ihcy UHuirn, i\\\\i\\\ 
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SONNET 11. 



BAMBOROUGH CASTLE. 



Y E holy towers that shade the wave-worn steep, 
Long may ye rear your aged brows sublime. 
Though, hurrying silent by, relentless Time 

Assail you, and the winter whirlwind's sweep ! 
For far from blazing Grandeur's crouded halls. 

Here Charity hath fix'd her chosen seat. 

Oft listening tearful when the wild winds beat 
With hollow bodings round your ancient walls; 

And Pity, at the dark and stormy hour 

Of midnight, when the moon is hid on high. 

Keeps her lone watch upon the topmost tow'r. 
And turns her ear to each expiring cry ; 

Blest if her aid some fainting wretch might save, 

And snatch him cold and speechless from the wave. 



[ 5 ] 

BAUBOROUGH CASTLE. 

Many readers may be ignorant that this very ancient pistle, 
with its extensive domains, heretofore the property of the family of 
FoRSTERS, whose heiress married Lord Crewe, bishop of Durham, 
is appropriated by the will of that pious Prelate to many benevolent 
purposes; particularly that of ministring instant relief to such ship- 
wrecked mariners as may happen to be cast on this dangerous coast, 
for whose preservation, and that of their vessels, every potdble as- 
ustance is contrived, and is at all times ready. The whole estate 
is vested in the hands of Trustees, one of whom. Dr. Sharp, arch- 
deacon of Northumberland, with an adlive zeal, well suited to the 
nature of the humane institution, makes this castle his chief residence, 
attending with unwearied diligesce to the proper application of the 
charity. 
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SONNET III. 



RIVER TVENSBECK. 



W^HILE slowly wanders thy-sequestred stream, 
Wensbeck ! the mossy-scatter'd rocks among) 
In fancy's ear still making plaintive song 
To the dark woods above, that waving seem 
To bend o'er some enchanted spot, remov'd 
From life's vain coil; I listen to the wind. 
And think I hear meek sorrow's plaint, reclin'd 
O'er the forsaken tomb of one she lov'd ! — 
Fair scenes, ye lend a pleasure, long unknown. 
To him who passes weary on his way — 
The farewell tear, which now he turns to pay, 
Shall thank you; — and whene'er of pleasures flown 
His heart some long-lost image would renew, 
Delightful haunts ! he will remember you. 
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SOKSET IV. 



THE TWEED. 



O TWEED! a s3»^, dot iridi wndoJoglcrt 

O'er hi! and cale hMpamefA taanj a nuk^ 

(If aotii^Mcaij tbouglris he migbt bopnit) 
ucngjEBM wns tiij iicjiwiimi fcciic» no groti* 

ilic mijuj^ hmu'lif > dttt ranootKk dcimI 
O'er dijr tal faenks, a sootfaiog dann bertDfr; 
The muia— s of thy mnTring wave bdoir 

Seem ID hb car the pity of a ftieodL 
D^iMal Meam ! though now along thy shoR^ 

When i|iriDg retnrm in aD her woittil piide. 
The s h qphen J* s <GMam pipe is heard no inore» 

Yet here with peDsive pexe could I abide. 
Far finom the stonny world's tmnuhnous roar. 

To mnse upon thy banks at eventide. 
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SONNET V. 



Evening, as slow thy pladd shades descend, 
Veiling with gentlest hush the landscape still. 
The lonely battlement, and farthest hill 
And wood, — I think of those that have no friend, 

Who now, perhaps, by melancholy led. 
From the broad blaze of day, where pleasure flaunts, 
Retiring, wander 'mid thy lonely haunts 

Unseen. They watch the tints that o'er thy bed 
Hang lovely, to their pensive fancy's eye 
Presenting fairy* vales, where the tir'd mind 
Might rest, beyond the murmurs of mankind. 

Nor hear the hourly moans of misery. 
Ah ! beauteous views, that Hope's fair gleams the while 
Should smile like you, and perish as they smile ! 
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SONNET VL 

ON LIAYINO 

A VILLAGE IN SCOTLAND. 



CLYSDALE, as thy romantick vales I leave, 
And bid farewell to each retiring hill, 
Where fond attention seems to linger still. 

Tracing the broad bright landscape; much I grieve 
That, mingled with the toiling croud, no more 

I may return thy varied views to mark. 

Of rocks anud the sunshine tow'ring dark. 
Of rivers winding wild, and mountains hoar. 

Or castle gleaming on the distant steep ! — 
For this a look back on thy hills 1 cast, 
'And inany a soften'd image of the past 

Pleas'd I combine, and bid remembrance keep 
To soothe me with fair views and fancies rude 
When I pursue my path in solitude. 
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SONNET VII. 



RIVER ITCHIN, NEAR WINTON. 



ItCHIN, when I behold thy banks again, 
Thy crumbling mara^in, and thy silver breast, 
On which the self-same tints still seem to rest, 

Why feds my heart the sliiv'ring sense of pain ? 
Is it — that many a summer's day has past 

Sinccj in life's mom, I carol'd on thy side ? 

Is it — that oft, since then, my heart has s^'d» 
As Youth, and Hope's delusive gleams, flew fiist? 

Is it — that those, who circled on thy shore. 

Companions of my youth, now meet no more ? 
Whate'er the cause, upon thy banks I bend 

Sorrowing, yet feel such solace at my heart. 
As at the meeting of some long-lost friend. 
From whom, in happier hours, we wept to part. 



C •• J 



SONNIt'l y^^^ 



O POVERTY! thougli <«^" *^*y hdi^^^^^ •/* 
Thychccricssmdii, o^ *:v^y ^^"^'" ''"^^' 
Thy brow that Hu|xr'4> i-«*» ^'*^ ^"^ ^ ' '-" 

Vain Fortune's fcAlc >o«ito lA^itJ' i^"'/' ^'/ 
I love thy sditary U^ui*u u^ -^mj/ 
• For Pity, reddets of Uf </•*'' ^s^^- 

And Patience, in tU ^ </ /^/i.*^'^*/ 

That turns to the 4Ma/ *^^'*'' '' ' ^*^^V'>' ^ 

And Piety, diat ncv«» iMC ^^' //'>v 
And meek Cont«u<, i^*^^' f^*^^ /v- * 

And Genius, ^nMa^ ^^«i^> ^^-^ ^-^^ ' ' ' ^ 
And Sorrow, l»€'i>«i«^ i'^ •^ -'/-• ^'a- '*" • ' " 

Long faaoish'd frMfj tu^, ^»'My^ ^ ^,^»*>»-t!,'. »i *••* , 



^i 



^i^ 
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SONNET IX. 



AT 

DOVER CLIFFS. 

JULY 20, 1787. 



On these white cliffs, that cakn above the flood 
Uplift their shadowing heads, and, at their feet. 
Scarce hear the surge that has for ^s beat. 

Sure many a lonely wanderer has stood; 
And, whilst the lifted murmur met his ear, 

And o'er the distant billows the still Eve 

Saird slow, has thought of all his heart must leave 

To-morrow, — of ihe friends he lov'd most dear, — 
Of social scenes, from which he wept to part: 

Eut if, like me, he knew how fi-uitless all 

The thoughts that would full fain the past recall, 

Sooii would he quell the risings of liis heart. 
And brave the wild winds and unhearing tide. 
The World his country, and his God his guide. 



SONNKr X. 
AT 0:. I A \ h 

Ill y li, I ■*:. 



The orient beam illu..v::* itw ^..ainr.: u.i, 
From yonder azup: tr.u k, • . ■.....}.■ .-i.i..., 
The earliest sail hIow ■^'4.;.. i^t ni •'... ..i.jn, 
And the Hue wave CO rr.:; fi^.L.w ro rl, .i,<n^ 
Meantime far otf tl..: rnr /.f i!iit-ji .,j in.,. 
Yet, 'mid the beauties of t".c h. 1. 1 .. i.iiiKis J 
Like one for ever torn fj o«. :ill li.. i >v J, 

Towards Albion\ [»ei;:lit4 i tiuii ih^ Kuuii.iu -■ .*, 
Where every pleasure &cem'il crc'.^l:iL' Uv dw^'u: 
Yet boots it not to think or to cam; iu.ii, 
Musing sad ditties to the rccUcSb nKiiii. - 

To dreams like these, aditu! — tlic jv.ilii. , i dl 
Speaks of the hour that stays not, — ami ilu- il.iy 
To life's sad turmoil calls my hw\irt away. 
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SONNET XL 



AT OSTEim. 



riOW sweet the tuneful bdls' re^KXisive ped! 
As when, at opening mora, the fingnoit fareeK 
Breathes on the trembling sense of wan disease 

So [Nercing to my heart their force I fed! 
And hark! with lessening cadence now tfaey fidl| 

And now, along the white and level dde. 

They fling their melancholy musick wide ; 
Bidding me many a tender thought recall 

Of summer-days, and those delightful years 
When by my native streams, in life's f5ur prime. 
The mournful magick of their mingling chime 

First wak'd my wond'ring childhood into tears ! 
But seeming how, when all those days are o*er. 
The soimds of joy, once heard, and heard no more. 



SOKKI-T Xl\. 



TBI .nfUXi,. 



7^ WAS anora, and tieaamTiiii cvr, ihr m^mrmV 



I ixr^te chuffOK ai the hrsiwiirt$ \ im ''. 

V^c faoiHlod, JD3d the white v^'sm^ iviwv^ i V |^vi' 

In iiiMiii poatDd; — vwyini^ j« «^ ^\ 
Lo! die woods open, jnd the nvlu vv^<wv» 
Soaie numrem 's ancient vpaUs <i^ 4tiixi'i>M^^ f(|Mi^ 

'Mid the brigjht landscape's ttkck^ M(\ImMu\)$ ^h\v- 

Here <iaik with furrowed asptet^ lik« iW*)>«i» ^ 

Hangs the hieak cliff— thav un \\yc >9i^iKiA\mX'^ A^^^ 
The shadowy sunshine pours iu )U)>Miuih^ \\A^ 

Whilst hope, inchanted witli the k^^it mi f<)ii> 
Would wilh to linger many a .s\uninw*n lUy^ 
Nor heeds how fast the prospect \\\\\M rt\vrt\ . 



t i6 ] 
SONNET Xm. * 

AT 

A CONVENT. 



If chance some pensive stna^pr, hither kd»; 
(His bosom ^wing from mqestidc v]eif% 
The gofgeous dome, or the proud bndaci^s In 

Should ask who sleeps beneath this lowly 1 
'Tis poor Matilda ! To the doister'd x 

A mourner, beauteous and unknown, she < 

To shed her tears unmark'd, and quendi the fiann 
Of fruitless love : yet was her look serene 

As the pale moon-light in the midnight isle — 
Her voice was soft, which yet a charm could leo 
Like that which spoke of a departed firiend. 

And a meek sadness sat upon her smile! — 
Be the rude spot by passing pity blest. 
Where, hush'd to long repose, the wretched re 



^'^w--^ 



O TXMZ ' wbi tzDv "r z kaiar nanr' tr bv 
Sof::::^: c::- sjttdw". wcunc ^nr siowh" thsncr 
(Liiiiinr to sad rq: jat tat v»^an* sense ^ 

The £axQi pang steaks: unparrir'd awa\ ; 
On Thst I res: iry only h^pe a: last. 

And think, when thou bsLSi drkd tiie hhtcr tear 

Tliat flows in ^'aic c'trr all my sou] hdd tk2r, 
I naay iook back on ever}- sorrow pas:. 

And laeet Bfic*s peaceful evening v, Ith a soiilc'^— 
As some looe bird, at dsy's departing hour. 
Sings in the sunbeam, of the transient sho>K*er 

Foigetfbl, though its ^ings arc wet the whik: — 
Yet ah ! how much must that poor hcan endure, 
Which hopes from thee, and thee alone, a cure^ 






[ i8 ] 



SONNET XV. 



Languid, and sad, and slow from day to day, 
I journey on, yet pensive turn to view 
(Where the rich landscape gleams with softer hue) 

The streams, and vales, and hills, that steal away. 

So fares it with the children of the earth : 
For when life's goodly prospeil opens round, 
Their spirits beat to tread that fairy gjround. 

Where every vale sounds to the pipe of mirth. 

But Them vain hope, and easy youth beguiles, 
And soon a longing look, like nie, they cast 
Back on the pleasing prospe£l of the past : 

Yet fancy points where still far onward smiles 
Some sunny spot, and her fair colouring blends, 
Till cheerless on their path the night descends. 






j£:.rj:r \,::i' ir s;UsLaiu). 



AQaaiL: 2c 3ow tn- riife tua: •mti: 4^ifMs«r 
Far alar ilic iraw-L aat lusr nrnui suimmt'y ik^ 
To mimfae iraTTg -nr .1 1 1:1:1 ttw 'tisinrnc teirt 

Sgedss a£ acx toot. rr/rrjii£ rues ^c t>riaij> 
As wbexi acwraic *±i£ rmera iz»jru (;£ h^ui^ 

JofanB avofte aondfl: jrxar bu^?uizno^ v.ili^s. 

And filPd mA oaenccr o«nr ptinccd piuut: 
¥hd wtlhosehaar% xni alttbtjoy^ tKry $avv\ 
Yet sdl I gve, and count each mu^ w^vv 

That bears me nearer to your tuiuits ^m\\ 
Iftafifj 'mid those woods and v'<dt^ )^iA Uir^ 
Stranger to peace, I yet may mwt hw thtJVc. * 



SONNET X¥1L 



RIVER CHERWELL 



ChERWELI^ bow jdeas'd ikx^ d7 wBM^d c%i 
Eicwluk I stnj'd) or nAcn die mom bcgn 
To tmge tbe cBstmt lurici's g^euijfin^ 

Or Evening g^mmcr'd o*cr the aching so^e! 

And now leposmg on diy banks oooe inoR^ 
I bid die pqie fioewdl, and that sad b^ 
Whose muack on my melandioly way 

I woo'd: amid thy waving ^dUows hoar 

Seeking awhile to rest — till the bright smi 
Of joy return, as when Heaven's beauteous bow 
Beams on the ni^t-storms passing wings below:— ^ 

Whate'cr betide, yet something have I won 
Of solace, that may bear me on serene, 

'Till Eve's last hush shall close the silent scene. 



[ 21 ] 



SONNET XVIII. 



As one who long by wasting sicknr*^ v^tnn 

Weary has watch'd the JingVin^ »»»J<i»^ •"»<• l**^**'*! 
Heartless the carol of the matin bird 
Salute his londy porch, now fir»t at mr/rii 
Goes forth, leaving his mehncMy bf <J j 

He with new hope the Imeth (4 Lnd<;f ;«|>r vi^w*, 
Dd^htful bath'd with ^\o//'3%cauiuiy^ dr.Wft^ 
Or marks the clouds, that n'cr tfic wfmhtM$\ Utiui 
In varying forms fantastick wander whifc^ 
Or turns his car to every random ^ifrt^,^ 
Heard the ^cenriver^i winding mar^/t al^4f(% 
The wii2st each scene Is tteep'd in still delimit* 
With sodi delight, o'er all my heart I fett^ 
Sweet Hope f thy Ibgranr/^ pure and healin^^ incer»M 
steal 



•«■» ■ i|#K*. 



r*'::^:i^-^, 
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SONNET XIX. 



OCTOBER, I79». 



OO then and join the roaring dty's tfaroi^ ! 
Me thou dost leave to solitude and tears. 
To busy phantasieS) and boding fears, ' 
Lest ill betide thee: but 'twill not be I<h^ 
And the hard season shall be past: till then 
Live happy ;-^sometimes the forsaken shade 
Remembering, and these trees now left to fiides 
Nor, 'mid the busy scenes and " hum of men,'' 
Wilt thou my cares foi^: in heaviness 

To me the hours shall roll, weary and slow. 
Till mournful autumn past, and all the snow 
Of winter pale ! the glad hour I shall bless. 
That shall restore thee from the croud again. 
To the green hamlet in the peaceful plain. 



^^JV 
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SONNET XX. 



NOVEMBER, IJ^i, 



There k strange musick in the stirring wind, 
When low'rs the autumnal eve, and all alone 
To the dark wood's cold covert thou art gone. 

Whose ancient trees on the rough slope reclin'd 

Rock, and at times scatter their tresses sear. 
If in such shades, beneath their murmuring. 
Thou late hast pass'd the happier hours of spring. 

With sadness thou wilt mark the fiading year. 

Chiefly if one with whom such sweets at mom 
'Or eve you shar'd, to distant scenes shall stray. 
O Spring, return ! return, auspicious May ! 

But sad will be thy coming and forbm. 
If she return not with thy cheering ray. 
Who from these shades is gone, gone far away. 
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SONNET XXI. 



APmt., 1793. 



\ 

I 

b 



^A/^HOSE was that gentle voiccj tliat whispering sweet 
Promised metliought long days of bliss sincere? 
Soothing it stole on my deluded ear, . 

^■lost like soft musick, that might sometimes cheat 
'houghts dark and drooping ? '1 was the voice of Hope* 
Of lovCi and social scenes, it seem'd to speak, 
Of truth, of friendship, of affection meek; 

I'hat hand in hand along life's downward slope 

Might walk with peace, and cheer the tranquil hours. 
Ah me! the prospetl sadden'd as she sung; 
Loud on my startled ear the death-bell rung; 

Chill darkness wrapt the pleasurable bow'rs 

She built — ^whilst pointing to yon breathless cfay 
Sheened, " No peace be thine, away, away!*' 
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SONNET XXII. 



MAY, 17V.V 



As o'er these hiUs I take my ftilcnt roiituU, 
StiU on that vision which is flown 1 dwell I 
On images I lov'd, (alas, how well I) 
Now past, and but rememlx:r*d like nwecf mhiiiiU 
Of yesterday ! yet in my breast I kcrp 

Such recolle£tions, painful tluiuyh llicjy M'riii, 
And hours of joy retrace, till from my drcum 
I wake^ and find them not: then I could werji 
To diink that time so soon each ftWcct di-voui n \ 
To think so soon life's first endearmenU fail, 
And we are dup'd by Hopc'ft ainuftive tale I 
Who, like a flatterer, when the liap|iie%r hmiru 
Are past, and most we wish lier cherrinf.': lay, 
Win fly, as £uthless and as fleet as (licy I 



ir^'JSi^--y 
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SONNET XXnL 



NETLEY ABBEY. 



Fallen [mIc ! I ask not what has been thy fate,— 
But when the weak wihdsi wafted from the main, 
Throi^h each lone arch, like sfurits that complain, 

Come hollow to my ear, I meditate 

On thb world's passing pageant, and the lot 
Of those who once might proudly in their prime 
Have stood, with ^ant port; till bow'd by time 

Or injury, thdr ancient boast forgot. 

They mi^t have sunk, like thee: tho' thus forlorn, 
They lift their head, with venerable hairs 

Besprent, majestick yet, and, as in scorn 
Of mortal vanities and short-liv'd cares : 

Ev'n so dost thou, lifting thy forehead grey. 

Smile at the tempest, and time's sweeping sway. 



[ a? ] 



SONNET XXIV. 



MAT, 1793. 



rlOW shall I meet thee, Summer, wont to lill 
My heart with gladness, when thy pleasant tide 
First came, and on each coomb's romantick side 

Was heard the distant cuckoo's hollow bill ? 

Fresh flowers shall fringe the wild brink of the stream^ 
As with the songs of joyance and of hope 
The hedge-rows shall ring loud, and on tlie slope 

The poplars sparkle in the transient beam; 

Th^ shrubs and laurels which I lov'd to tend. 
Thinking their May-tide fragance might delight, 
Restored to peaceful scenes, my only friend, 

Shall put forth their green shoots, and chear the sight ! 
But I shall mark their hues with sick'ning eyes. 
And weep for her who in the cold grave lies ! 



[ 18 ] 



SONNET XXV. 



How blest with thee the path could I have trod 
Of quiet life, above cold want's hard fiite, 
(And litde ifmhing more) nor of the great 

Envious, or their proud name! but it pleas'd Goo 

To take thee to his mercy: thou didst go 
In youth and beauty, go to thy de^->bed; 
Ev*n whilst on dreams of bliss we fondiy fed. 

Of years to come of comfort!— -—Be it so-— . 

Ere thb I have felt sorrow; and ev'n now 

(Tho' sometimes the unbidden though nmst starts 
And half unman the miserable heart) 

The cold dew I shall wipe from my sad brow. 
And say, since hopes of bliss on earth are vain, 
** Best friend, forewell^ till we do meet again !" 
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SONNET XXVI. 



ON ■ 

REVISITING OXFORD. 



I Never hear the sound of thy glad bells, 
Oxford ! and chime harmonious, but I say, 
(Soling to think how time has worn away) 

^ Some spirit speaks in the sweet tone that swells, 

^ Heard after years of absence, from the vale 

" Where Cterwell winds." Most true it speaks the 
tale 

Of days dq>art6d, and its voice recalls 
Hours of delight and hope in the gay tide 
Of life, and many friends now scatter'd wide 

By many fates. — Peace be within thy walls ! 

I have scarce heart to visit thee; but yet. 

Denied the joys sought in the shades,— denied 
Each better hope, since my poor ****** die^^ 

What I have owed to thee, my heart can ne'er forget! 



C 30 3 

SONNET XXVn, 

WEITTIW 

AT MALVERN, 

JULY II, I7P3. 



I Shall behold far off thy tow'ring crests 
'• ' Proud Mountdn: from thy heights as slow I stray, 

Down thro' the distant vale my homeward way, 
I shall behold, upon thy rugged breast, 
The parting sim sit smiling; me the while 

Escap'd the croud, thoughts full of heaviness 

May visit, as life's bitter losses press 
Hard on my bosom : but I shall " beguile 
*' The thing I am," and think, that (ev'n as thou 

Dost lift in the pale belm thy forehead high. 

Proud Mountain ! whilst the scattered vapours fly 
Unheeded round thy breast) so, with calm brow, 

Thfe shades i)f sorrow I may meet, and wear 

The smile unchang'd of peace, tho' press'd by care ! 



WRITTEN AT THE 

HOTWELLS, BRISTOL. 
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THK RKV!Wr:i', » 



1 HE momincr vvir.- y.. 

ThcdarksomuA/^y/t: -.•■., 
Prone from the -Jiff : ^ ^.,. 

And long anrf /^^: 

The redd'nin^ i/; = /^- 

And 6r ani^ 1^: / y ... ., .-• 
Down die f^^'^- ^-v.^ '..*.,..... 

And theiiQr«3tf£- ••^x.: . . . > .. . 

How bcau!ie>it ^-i<c y*i-.. /.-/.: * . w «. ^..-.i- 
Uplift tfadr fjiiita^. ^jl i^io/» c i::.^../-» iui^i, 

flow proudly deviate cucir torcxAca^:» ii^yur, 
That meet the earlk&t ^uiibcaui kA tJu: bky i 

D 
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Bound to yon dusky mart, with pennants gay 
The tall baric, on the winding water's Une, 

Between the riven cliffs plies her hard way. 
And peering on the si^t the white sails shine. 

Alas ! for those by drooping sickness worn, 

Who now come forth to meet the gladsome ray; 

And feel the fragrance of the tepid mom 

Round their torn breast and throbbing temples play ! 

Perhaps they muse with a desponding sigh 
On the cold vault that shall their bones inurn; 

Whilst every breeze seems, as it whispers by, 
To breathe of comfort never to return. 

Yet oft, as sadly-thronging dreams arise. 
Awhile forgetfiil of their pain they gaze; 

A transient lustre lights their faded eyes. 

And o'er their cheek the tender he<Sick strays. 

The purple morn that paints with sidelong gleam 
The cliffs tall crest, the waving woods that ring 

With charm of birds rejoicing in the beam. 

Touch soft the wakeful nerve's according string. 

Then at sad meditation's silent hour, 
A thousand wishes steal upon the heart; 

And, whilst they meekly bend to Heaven's high power, 
Ah ! think 'tis hard, 'tis surely hard to part — 
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To part from every hope that brought dcligh^ 
From those that lov'd them, those tlicy lov*d to much ' 

Then fancy swells the pi£hire*on the sight, 
And softens every scene at every touclu 

Sweet as the mellow'd woods beneath the moon, 
Remembrance lends her soft uniting shades \ 

Smm natural tears she drops j but wipti thoii sbom : •« 
The world retires, and its dim prosi^wl fades ! 

Airs of delight, that soothe the aching sense i 

Waters of health, that tlirough yon caverns glides 

O kindly yet your healing powers dis|Knisc, 
And bring back feeble life's exhausted tide I 

Some orphan maid, deceived in early youth, 
Pale o'er yon spring may hang in mute distrci«ii 

Who dreamt of faith, of happiness, and truth, 
Of love — that virtue would protc£t and bless. 

Some musing youth in silence there may bend, 
Untimely stricken by sharp sorrow's dart; 

For fiiendship form'd, yet left without a friend. 
And bearing still the arrow at his heart. 

And such was Russel's melancholy doom. 
The g^y companion of our stripling prime; 

Ev*n so he sunk unwept into the tomb, 
And o'er his head clos'd the dark gulph of time. 



[ 36 J 

Hither he came,* a wan and weary guest, 
A softening balm for many a wound to craTe; 

And woo'd die sunshine to his aching breast. 
Which now seems smiling on his verdant grave! 

He heard the whispering winds tfiat now I bear. 
As, boding much, along these hills he pass'd; 

Yet, ah ! how mournful did they meet his ear 
On that sad mom he heard them for the last ! 

So sinks the scene, like a departed dream. 

Since late we sojoum'd blythe in TVykebam^s bow'rs,! 

Or heard the merry bells by his* stream. 

And thought our way was strew'xi with fairy f)ow*rs I 

Of those with whom we play'd upon the lawn 
Of early life, in the fresh morning, play*d, 

Alas ! how many, since that vernal dawn, 

Like thee, poor Russel, in the ground arc laid. 

Joyous awhile they wander'd hand in hand. 
By friendship led along the spring-tide plain ! 

How oft did Fancy wake her transports bland. 
And on the lids the glistening tear detain ! 

— ■• 

• The Rev. Tuomas Russel, Fellow of New-College, Oxford. 
Author of some ingenious Poems, died at the Hotwells, 1788, in the 
twenty-sixth year of his age. 

f Wmchefter College. 



TTian ttar u.i'*rh -■ :.. 



f how '^ .,* .» .. ... .- - 

MaiK*<i Kviv.;i«'i. ■ -,-... ^ ... ....!.....— . 

That :.i^ t,^.,,.. 

airW irnrn ; ■ .. . ... 

Now '.>■«»<;.» ■-* .,..: . ..a 

TuilicmL -.af ..:.. ... -. ..T:i.. 

Of .en<1<*nT .*^.* -.—.-: 

W 'V^te ::.♦- /^-.^.■rt -..* ;...:: 

-tnitrfwnYi -jtf«' ..- . 

[BBiiqh:— '•"! n ...r.^, .- ...:. ..^. ... . ».i 

My WJJrWt'.-nc- .'rr:- . ;. ...;. «. vi.. 

•tern r^^e. r/Mws«.-rT » m ^ r: . i**^-- 



,Ir. 



■i=~.*^-2 



DEATH 
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HENRY HEAnLKY, 

OF TRUJITY COI,I-H«K, OXrORI). 
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DEATH 



Mr. HEADLEY, 



To every gentle Muse in vain allied. 

In youth's full early mom Evousivn died I 

Ah ! long had sickness left tier pining trace, 

Rueful and wan, on each decaying grace t 

Untimely sorrow touch'd his thouglitfiil mien, 

Despair upon his fading smile was hccw I 

Yet Resignation, musing on the grave, 

When now no hope could cheer, no pity ii«V0| 

And Virtue, that scarce felt its fate ncvcrc. 

And pale Affe£Hon, dropping soft a tear 

For friends belov'd, from whom she soon muiit pirt, 

Breath'd a sad solace on his aching heart. 

Nor ceas'd he yet to stray, where, winding wild. 

The Muse's path his drooping steps bcguiPd, 
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Intent to rescue some n^ledkd rhime, 
Lone-blooming, from the mournful waste of timcj 
And cull each scatter'd sweet, that seem'd to smile 
Like flowers upon some long-forsaken pile.* 

Far from the murmuring crowd, unseen, he sought 
Each charm congenial to liis sadden'd thought. 
When the grey mom illum'd the mountain's side. 
To hear the sweet bird's earliest song he hied : 
When meekest eve to the fold's distant bell 
Listen'd, and bade the woods and vales Jewell, 
Musing in tearful mood, he oft was seen 
The last that linger'd o'er the fading green. 

The waving wood, high o'er the cliff redin'd, 
The murmuring water-fall, the winter's wind. 
His temper's trembling texture seem'd to suit. 
Like airs of sadness the responsive lute. 

Yet deem not hence the social spirit dead, 
Though from the world's hard gaze his feelings fled. 
Firm was his friendship, and his faith sincere. 
And warm as Pityy's his unheeded tear. 
That wept the ruthless deed, the poor man's fate, 
By fortune's storms left cold snd desolate. 



* Alluding to « Beauties of Ancient Poetry," by Mr. Hxadlit. 
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-yet be dus hunibte Q:t^u^^ (Mft( 
To aS drf ^rirtues, from thac >cn;'i/i' *.>i.-f.i t* 
Wkse onoe we scgQum*d.^-l> ;ila» ' tv^iKuu 
Toauum the hours of youth (>xt in,'uitk ui ^iiift) 
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i tfaj hbours, spirit ! pure uihI »Mxt. 

, - ■ '" 



t Trinity CoDcyt* OxtiM^. 

■ j_. — ^— ^M— .*aMBi • t "Mi 




■"—rrtf* li 



4 



I . 



1" I K > I > 



• )' K J Al.iVi 






i> ?.'siiaLi 






[ 49 J 



Mr. HOWARIVfi 
ACCOUNT OF LAZAIIh I rOf* 



Mortal! who, armM witli hr>|y rMrtittiilf?! 
The path of Good rij^lit onw»ril lijwt pot«iMMj 
May H£, to whose eternal ttir'/tif on hi|;lt 
The sufferers of the earth with »M|/iii<ih i.r/f 
Be thy protestor ! On that ihrnry rtnk\ 
That leads thee patient to the I<t4t fflt^jde 
Of wretchedness; in peril atiil in \tmu 
May He thy steps direct, thy >»€art i^ii^f ttln ! 
('Mid scenes, where pe.ntilcncc in d^rkhe«<$ lll^s} 
In caverns, where desicrtcd fnii9ery lifi)) 
So safe beneath his slia^low thmi may^t gn^ 
To chear the dismal wattes of hunitifi wrye. 

Oh, Charity ! our helpless fiature*s prkle, 
Thou friend to him who knows no friend beside, 
Is there in morning's breath, or the »weet gait 
That steals o'er the tir'd pilgrim of th^i tnkiy 
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Cheering with fragrance fresh his weary frame. 
Ought like the incense of thy holy flame ? 
Is ought in all the beauties that adorn 
The azure Heaven, or purple lights of mom ? 
Is ought so fair in evening's ling'ring gleam. 
As from thine eye the meek and pensive beam 
That falls, like saddest moonlight on the hill 
And distant grove, when the wide v/orid is still? 
Thine are the ample views, that unconfin'd 
Stretch to the utmost walks of human kind; 
Thine is the spirit, that with widest plan 
Brother to brother binds, and man to man. 

But who for thee, O Charity! will bear 
Hardship, and cope with peril and with care ? 
Who, for thy sake, will social sweets forego 
For scenes of sickness, and the sights of woe ? 
Who, for thy sake, will seek the prison's gloom. 
Where ghastly guilt implores her ling'ring doom; 
W here penitence unpitied sits, and pale. 
That never told to human ears her tale; 
Where agony, half-famish'd, cries in vain; 
Where dark despondence murmurs o'er her chain; 
Where sunk disease is wasted to the bone, 
And hollow-ey'd despair forgets to groan ? 

Approving Mercy marks the vast design. 
And proudly cries, — " Howard, the task be thine!'* 
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Already ^mid the darksome vaults profound, 
The caves, hid fathoms deep beneath the ground. 
Consoling hath thy tender look appeared > 
In horror's realm the voice of peace is heard! 

Be the sad scene disclosed; — fearless unfold 
The grating door — the inmost cell behold ! 
Thought shrinks from the dread sight; the paly lamp 
Bums faint amid the infectious vapours damp; 
Beneath its light full many a livid mein 
And hazard eye-ball through the dusk are seen. 
In thought I see thee, at each hollow sound, 
With humid lids oft anxious gaze around. 
But oh ! for him, who to yon vault confin'd, 
Has bid a long farewell to human kind. 
His wasted form, his cold and bloodless cheek, 
A tale of sadder sorrow seems to speak, 
Of friends perhaps, now mingled with the dead> 
Of hope, that like a faithless flatterer, fled 
In th' utmost hour of need; or of a son 
Cast to the bleak world's mercy ; or of one 
Whose heart was broken, when the stem behest 
Tore him from pale aflFecSHon's bleeding breast. 
Despairing, from his cold and flinty bed. 
With fearful muttering he hath rais'd his head: 
** What pitying spirit, what unwonted guest, 
** Strays to this last retreat, these shades unblest ? 

X 
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" From life and light shut out, beneath tliis cell 
** Long have I bid hope's cheering sun ferewell. 
** I heard for ever clos'd the jealous door, 
*' I mark'd my bed on the forsaken floor, 
*^ I had no hope on earth, no human friend; 
** Let me impitied to the dust descend !" 
Cold is his frozen heart — ^his eye is rear'd 
To heav'n no more — and on his sable beard 
The tear has ceas'd to fall. Thou canst not bring 
Back to his mournful heart tlie mom of spring — 
Thou canst not bid the rose of health renew 
Upon his wasted cheek her crimson hue: 
But at thy look, (ere yet to hate resigned. 
He murmurs his last curses on mankind) 
At thy kind look one tender thought shall rise, 
And his full soul shall thank thee ere he dies ! 

O ye, who list to pleasure's vacant song. 
As in her silken train ye troop along; 
Who, like rank cowards, from afflidion fly; 
Or, whilft the precious hours of life pass by. 
Lie slumbering in the sun : — Awake, arise — 
To these instru£live pi6hires turn your eyes. 
The awful view with other feelings scan. 
And learn from Howard what man owes to man I 

These, Virtue, are thy triumphs, that adorn 
Fitliest our nature, and bespeak us born 
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For l(^ier aAion ; not to gaze and run 
From clime to clime; or batten in the sun, 
Dragging a drony flight from flow'r to flow'r^ 
Like summer inseds in a gaudy hout; 
Nor yet o'er love-sick tales with fency range, 
And cry " ^Tis pitiful^ 'tis passing strange!'* 
But on life's varied views to look around, 
And raise expiring sorrow from the ground : — 
And he — who thus hath borne his part assign'd, 
In the sad fellowship of human kind. 
Or for a moment sooth'd the bitter pain 
Of a poor brother — ^has not lived in vain ! 

But 'tis not that Compassion should bestow 
An unavailing tear on want or woe: 
Lo ! fairer order rises from thy plan, 
Befriending virtue, and adorning man. 
That Comfort cheers the dark abode of pain. 
Where wan disease oft cried for aid in vain; 
That Mercy soothes the hard behest of law. 
That Misery smiles upon her bed of straw; 
That the dark felon's clan, no more, combin'd. 
Murmur in murd'rous league against mankind; 
That to each cell, a mild yet mournful guest. 
Contrition comes, and stills the beating breast. 
Whilst long-forgotten tears of virtue flow; 
Thou, generous friend of all — to thee we owe ! 




HowA&s i 1 new tfaose dceda^ 
Tbetnu^of wa 

To coD^nal'ii imumt c3r tbtf FiilUij 

Or dof oi^&tioais widi whidi tbe roiBid ipixldngs* 

FiDin iralrn co raalm bnpiC^iiHii d 
Wide o*cr die wasted evthr— bdbir bra fia 
Affii^if, c«i piniQQS fleets thzn tlie nod. 
And deaili said desctoioo 1^ bduTKl, 
. Tbe pooip 2nd h^fvock of hi> mardi pxniie^ 
> FeU is lus bcD'A^^ — bJs steps sxz b&ch'd in AoF 
Of blooddwd, and of tcans— litt hb pMnd 
Shan peridi-— die loud darioa of Us fime 
One day shall cease — nor e'en his shaqiekss tomb 
Mark the vain pyramid's sunxninding ^oom ! 

But bear Thou fearless on: — die God of all. 
To whom the affli&ed kned, the fiiendless call. 
From his high thrcHie of mercy '(hall approve 
Thy holy deeds of mercy and of love; 
For when the vaniiies of life's brief day. 
Oblivion's hurrjing wing shall sweep away. 




Tarh a^t bv Ciianrv arul Ivlorrv Ha^* , 
fiodi o-er tnr wrecks u: nm« . jtholl Hv#^ »TAn, 

To ctthcr worJc. , an<: reain:s hovA>*<l r^r tfv^h. 
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GRAVE OF HOWARD. 



His saltern accumulem donis, et fungar inani 
Muner e 

VIRO. 
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GRAVE OF HOWARD. 



Spirit of Deadi, whose outstretched pennons dread 
Wave o*er the world beneath their shadow spread^ 
Who darkly speedest on thy destin'd way, 
'Mid shrieks, and cries, and sounds of dire dismay, 
Spirit, behold thy victor)' — ^assume 
A form more fearful, and an ampler plume; 
For He, who calm amidst thy host of woes. 
Went forth thy wildest liavock to oppose; 
. For He who wander'd o'er the world alone, 
List'ning to misery's universal moan ; 
He, who, sustain'd by virtue's arm sublime. 
Tended the sick and poor from clime to clime; 

liow in the dust is laid thy noblest spoil; 

And mercy ceases from her awftil toil ! 

'Twas where the pestilence at thy command 
Arose to desolate the sick'ning land, 
When many a mingled cry and dying prayer 
Oft sounded to the Ust'ning midnight air, 
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J en deep dismay heard not the frequent knell, 
* And the wan carcase festered as it fell ; 
'Twas there> with holy virtue's awful mein, 
Amid the sad sights of that fearful scene. 
Calm he was found : the dews of death he dried; 
He spoke of comfort to the poor that cried ; 

watchM the fading eye, the flagging breath, 
jire yet the languid sense was lost in deaths 
And, with that look proteiSting angels wear, 
Hung o'er the dismal couch of pale despair! 

Friend of mankind ! thy righteous task is o'eri 
The heart of genuine pity beats no more* 
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Aroiand the limits of this rolling sphere, 
Where'er the just and good thy tale shall hear^ 
A tear shall fiill : alone amidst the gloom 
Of the still dungeon, his long sorrow's tonnb, 
The captive, mourning o'er his chain, shall beti4| 
To think the cold earth holds his only fiiend!— 
He who with labour draws his wasting breath 
On the forsaken silent bed of death, 
Rememb'ring thy last look and anxious eye. 
Shall gaze around, unvisited, and die ! 

Friend of mankind, farewell ! — ^these tears wc ^led^ 
So nature dictates, o'er thy earthly bed; 
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Who tarn fface ?irtiie'.*« arduoua task fuldl, 
Tby sprir from it» roil at last should rwr :^^ 
So wiBf ^ Gor^ and what he willt i# beKf 

Tboo hsBt encountered dark diseaj5^'?» rraio, 
Thoo bast conversed with poverty arwi pain, 
Thoa bsat bcfadd the dreariest form^ rrf wrie. 
Tint dvDO^ diis mournful vale unfriended ^^ 
And pate with picy ort hdst pauft'd to hear 
The ciddcsc piainrs e'er rcld ro human ear^ 
Go tfacDy Ac cask fulfiird, the trial c/er^ 
Wbci e skiaiifffi» want, and pain, are knovp n no men f 

How awfiai Sd thy londy trade appear 
Enlj^it'iiiiiig nuery's^ beni^Med <tpbere f 

As when an angd alU^erene gY>e» fonh 
To st3I the la^xog tempest of the Norths 
Th' wnhattfcrf doodis d^ hid die itni^jng dsjr 
jSlow from lu» £tce retire, in d^ amrf ; 
I On die bbcfc waives, like promontories hon§, 
I Aligbt, at o(f die orient mom, ntkmgf 
I. Tin bine and Icvd heaves the silent brme^ 
r And die new-fi^tfed rocks ^ distance shsne: 
^.£'en so dUsc duo ^ fertb widi cheering eye, 
fie£ve dqr look die shades cf nnsoy %; 
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So didst thou hush the tempest, stSlmg wide 
Of human woe the loud-lamenting tide. 

Nor shall the spirit of those deeds expke. 
As fades the feeble sparic of vital fire. 
But beam abroad, and cheer with lustre oiiki 
Humanity's remotest prospefe wild. 
Till this frail orb shall firom its sphere be huri'd. 
Till final ruin hush the murmuring worid. 
And all its sorrows, at the awful blast 
Of the Archangel's trump, be but as shadows past! 

Relentless Time, that steals with silent tread. 
Shall tear away the trophies of the dead; 
Fame, on the pyramid's aspiring top. 
With sighs (hall her recording trumpet drop; 
The feeble characters of glory^s hand 
Sliall perish, like the tracks upon the sand; 
But not with these expire the sacred flame 
Of Virtue, or the good man's awful name. 

Howard ! it matters not, that far away 
From Albion's peaceful shore thy bones decay. 
Him it might please, by whose sustaining hand 
Thy steps were led through many a distant land, 
Thy long and last abode should there be found, 
\^ here many a savage nation prowls around ; 
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or "^mr • .terr-ttngrrr -ar-nrgr sscc laiv ^*^ 
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md to those shores they haply steer 
^ Howard, thy cold dust reposes near, 
|st o'er the wave the silken pennants stream^ 
1 sctn fer oflf the golden crescejits gleaiOj 
the pomp of war, the swelling bf€ast 
ed a still unwonted awe impressed, 
le rclentiog Pagan turn aside 
ink, on yonder shore the Christian died ! 



But thou, O Briton, doom*d perhaps to roam 
An exile many a year, and far fiom homej 
If ever fortune tliy lone footsteps leads 
To the wild Nieper's banksj and whispering reeds^ 
O'er Hov/ard's Grave thou shait impassioned bend, 
As if to hold sad converse with a friend* 
Whate'er thy fate upon this various scene, 
Where'er thy weary pilgrimage has been, 
Tho-e shalt thou pause; and shutdng from thy heart 
Some vain regrets, that oft unbidddi start, 
Think upon him to every lot resign'd, 
Who wept, who toil'd, who perish'd for mankind. 

For me, who musing, Howard, on thy fate, 
These pensive strains at evening meditate, 
I thank thee for the lessons thou hast taught 
To mend my heart, or animate my thought. 
I thank thee, Howard, for that awful view 
Of life which thou hast dravm, most sad, most true. 
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Mtt vfJbtAf "-/r. "^ -msi^ng sea-shore stmd ; 
the carecrine iobt^ be wares his waod: 
K fabck focfc borsti the bidden storoi. 



Now from* bright-opening cloods 1 bear a by, 
Cm^ t§ that ftBmxf s^ndi^ fgir stn^wgiTt* eemt totof* 

Saw yc pass by the wOT^d sisters pale ?t 
Marked jc ibc lowering casde on the heath? 
Hark ( hark! i^ the deed doner the deed of deash^ 

ITie deed is dmvc: — hail, king of Scotland, laB! 
I see no more; — ^to many a fearful sound 
The bloody cauldron sinks, and all is dark afoooi** 

Pity! touch tlie trembling strii^s, 

A moid* a beauteous maniack, wildiy ^inp. 
*^ They laid liim in the ground so cold^ 

" Upon his breast the eanh was thrown ■ 
** High is hcap'd the grassy tnouJd, 

** Oj5/ he is dead £ind gme~ 
** The winds of the winter blow o'er lits coid breast, 

" But pleasant shall be his rest/* 



The song is ceas'd; ah! who, pale shade! art diou, 
Sad-raying to the rude tempestuous nig^ ? 

Sure thou hast had much wrong, so stem thy \mm\ 
So piteous thou dost tear thy tresses white; 



• Ferdinand; See The Tempest. 
t See Matbetb, \ Ophelia : HamUi. 
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They with '>wf --*,., .,.. - ,. ;... .,- 
loft imMictF «t»^ i^.»..< w. ; — <«. i...t 

Soon rh^ '-.itM^^fP-^^A^ ..^^-i i*x^ . 
Merrtty, .#wf j^^cu^ 

And Wir /•irtv ^M<./ifci*fi:^ r-r., 

Whcje /n**wit y.iH'c^ lurtong lye 
itig^ tTttuiif, *1»^ ''liiecri 'if ihc revels, sl)all Juiicc^ 

And pr^inr r6 her fcGiidLiumc train 
Vnd anticic fi-^m* chat fik unnumbered o'er the |>]uiiu 
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ABBA THULE. 

cm Hinxmr or thI'. rtttw iilaiim. j 



I Climb the hig^t clift : I hear the Kiuml 
Of dashing wave&; I gaze intent arrnind: 
I mark the sun that orient lifts his head : 
I mark the sea's lone rule beneath him spread : 
But not a speck can my iong«strainin^ eye 
A shadow o'er the tossing waste dcscry» 
That I m^bt weep tears of delight, atid nay^ 
^ It is the bark that bore my child away I" 

Thou sun, that beamest bright, bcncatti whoie (tyt 
The worlds unknown, and out-stretched watfriii l(e| 
Dost thou behold him now ? On some rude aholti 
Around whose crags the cheerless billows roar. 
Watching th' unwearied surges doth he stand. 
And think upon his father's distant landf 
Or has his heart forgot, so far away. 
These native scenes, these rocks, and torrents grcyi 
The tall bananas wtuspering to the breeze. 
The shores, the sound of these encircling seas, 
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Hcai'ii from bis in £20" diys^ aiKi the pO'd heap 
Of lu^y stones, where his forerttlicrs sleep I 

Ah, me ! 'til!^ sunk by sorrow, I shaE dwell 
l^th thcni tbrgetful in the narrow ccU : 
Me^er shall time from my fosid heart efface 
Kt image: oft his shadow I shall trace 
Upon the glimmering waters, when on high 
The wliite moon wanders through the doodJess \ 
Oft in my silent caire, (wlien to its fircj 
' From the nigjit's rashing tempest we retire) 
I shall behold his form; his asped bland; 
I shall retrace his footsteps in the sand; 
And when the hollaw-sounding surges swells 
Sdl thiiik I listen to his echoing shell. 

Would I had perish'd ere that hapless day. 
When the tall vei>sel, in its trim array, 
j^brst rush'd upon the sounding surge, and bore 
My age's comfort from the sheltering shore! 
' I saw it spread its white wings to the wind^— 
Too soon it left these hills and woods behind-^ 
Gazing its course^ I followed till mine eye 
No longer could its distant track descry; 
Till on the confines of the billows hoar 
Awhile it hung, and then was seen no more; 
And only the blue hollow heav'n I spied. 
And the long waste of waters tossing wide* 
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« 
WaiTTlK 

AT SOUTHAMPTON. 

Smooth went our boat upon the summer seas, 
Leiaving (for so it seem'd) the world behind. 
Its sounds of mingled uproar: we, reclin'd 

Upon the sunny deck, heard but the breeze 

That o'er us whispering pass'd, or idly play'd 
With the lithe flag aloft. A woodland scene 
On either side drew its slope line of green, 
' And hung the water's shining edge with shade. 

Above the woods, NetleyI thy ruins pale 
Peer'd^ as we pass'd; and Vecta's* azure hue 
Beyond the misty castlef met the view; 

Where in mid channel hung the scarce-seen sail. 
So all was calm and sunshine as we went 
Cheerily o'er the briny element. 

Oh ! were this little boat to us the world, 
As thus we wander'd far from sounds of care, 
Circled with friends and gentle maidens fair. 

Whilst nioming airs the waving pennant curl'd; 

How sweet were life's long voyage, till in peace 

We gain'd that haven still, where all things cease! 

♦ Iilc of Wight. t Kekhot CasUe. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tbe Philanthropic Society was instituted in 
September 1788, for the Prevention of Crimes, by 
seeking out, and training up to virtue and industry, tbt 
Children of tbe most abject and criminal among tbe 
vagrant and profligate Poor;'^y tbese means more 
effectually to alleviate buman misery, and to oppose tbe 
progress of vice» 



i 



C 8+ } 

Oh! hapless Infancy, if aught could move 
The hardest heart to pity and to love, 
'Twene surely found in thee : dim passions mark 
Stern manhood's brow, where age impresses dark 
f The stealing line of soirow; but thine eye 

Wears not distrust, or grief, or perfidy : — 
Though fortune's storms with dismal shadow low'r, 
Thy heart nor fears, nor feels, the bitter show'r: — 
Thy tear is soon forgotten, — ^thou wilt weep, 
And then tlie murmuring winds will hush thy sleep, 
As 'twere with some sad musictj — and thy smiles. 
Unlike to those that mask oft cruel wiles. 
Plead best thy speechless innocence, and lend 
A charm might win the world to be thy friend! 
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But thou art oft abandoned in thy smiles. 
And early vice thy easy heart beguiles* 
O for some voice, that of the secret mme^ 
Where the grim passions krk; the imufing wtys 
That lead to sin, and ruth, and deep lament; 
Might haply warn thee; whikt yet innocent. 
And beauteous as the spring-tkne, o'er the hills 
Advancing, when each vale glad musick fills ! 
Else lost and wand'ringi the. benighted mind 
No spot of rest again shall ever fiad : 
Then the sweet smiks, diat erst endiantiiig laid 
Their magick t)eauty on thy look, shall £ide : 
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i^hh iiioo»«« ""•"* *y 4«li0ited ear : 

Pell tboa^i^ ^'^ mnttero^ f»Mion« fhtll awake, 

Andtbc Apt toic the wlhed ditek fewatoef— 

As wfaea soil AoniomU (n«Aial ^oom is laid 
Ear o'er tiK iviiBg tiomt' ti «KUin Vi fhade, 
A mannafol gieam iliumincs tlie ciM Ml), 
Y^rt jpriciy und'tiwr o'er the ^MMit HR^ 
Bat when the hoUow pwt, «low ffmot, tayei, 
And hi^ the fine on yon lone gum m i t wave^ 
SaKh^niUer dunD, like fN£Nif«> ^ a ^heam. 
Is peiirii'd, inu£t the bi rd^ ami 4aH( <fK ^Tream ; 
Stads the ihear sleet upon the whiHwiml K>me, 
And scowk tlK iondccapc doitded «fid fori^ 

So &des, so ficri^ie^, trail virtue'^ htfer— 
Her Jtft and ImemnfL amilc <e(im but to mti 
likg «»*««i«t, c^n^ aummer htauty feft| 
niD aD tf d»k ind to the wincvr left. 
Yet fi}n^ wiih liviry to«K^ «han paint ai^ 
The grBCD-kar'd forcat, and <he pirpk phwn ; 
With ■■iiii^i'ig aeiody die woodi ^tfiafl rfnie, 
The wfai^eripg brceae ^ k>i^40it mctmt ffinf : 
But, Iimooa^! when oiKsa thy tender fb^Nrr 
The sickly taint ha$ UHich'4i where h that po^tr 
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7*hat shall bring back its fragnmccj or restore 
The tints of loveliness, that shine no more? 

How then for thee, who pinest in life's gloom. 
Abandoned child ! shall hope or virtue bloom ? 
For thee, exposed amid the desert drear, 
Which no glad gales or vernal sunbeams cheer J 

Thougii some there are, i?vho lift their head sublime, 
Nor hectl the transient storms of fete or time; 
Too oft, alas ! beneath unfriendly skies. 
The tender blossom skrlnks its leaves, and dies ! 



Go, struggle with thy fate, pursue thy way. 
Though thou art poor, the world around is gay^ 
Thou hast no bread; but on thy aching sight 
Proud luxury's pavilions glitter bright; 
la thy cold ear the song of gladness swells^ 
Whilst vacant folly chimes her tinkling bells: 
The careless croud prolong their hollow glee^ 
Nor one relenting bosom thinks of thee* 

Will not the indignant spirit then rebeT, 
And the dark tide of passions fearful swell? 
Will not despight, perhaps or bitter need. 
Urge then thy temper to some direful deed ? 
Pale guilt shall call thee to her ghastly band, 
Gr murder welcome thee with reeking hand! 
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Oh ! wretched state, wbtre our best fcdings lie 
Deep sunk in soDen, hopekss apathy ! 
Or wakeful cares, or gloomy teiTors, start. 
And night and tempest mii^ on the heart! 

All mournful to the pensive sagie's eye. 
The monuments of human glory lie-^ 
Fall'n palaces, crush'd by the ruthless haste 
Of time, and many an empire's silent waste. 
Where midst the vale of IcHig-departed years 
The form of desolation dim appears^ 
Pointing to the wild plain with ruins spread. 
The wrecks of age, and records of the dead : 
But where a sig^t shall shudd'ring sorrow find, 
Sad as the ruins of the human mind? — 
As man, by his great maker rab'd sublime 
Amid the universe, ordain'd to climb 
The arduous height, where virtue sits serenej 
As man, the hig^ lord of this nether scene, 
So fall'n, so lost ! — his noblest boast destroyed. 
His sweet affections left a piteous void ! 

But oh, sweet Charity, what sounds were those 
That met the list'ning ear? Soit as the close 
Of distant musick, when the hum of day 
Is hush'd, and dying gales the airs convey ! 
" Come, hapless Orphans," meek Compassion cried, 
^ Where'er, unshcltery outcasts, ye abide 
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Tbc bittcr-Aiviiig wind, tbc tmting iky, 
** Ths ^pfresi^^i xsmrgf^ thi frmU mtm*i * 
^ Come, hapl^s Orphans! )x wbo acver am 
** A tear of kmdne&i shed on your caW Miawi 
" Who Oicvcr met with joj' the mofmig Ii^if^ 
^ Or Itsp'd yowr little pray'r of peace at ni^li 
^ Come^ haple&s Orphans! ikor^ wbea joutli ihooU 

*' $piitig 
** Soaring aioft, as on an cage's win^ 
** Shall yc forsaken on tht grcmnd be ]en, 
** Of hope, of virruc, and of peace bertft ! 
** Far from the spring-tide gak, and jo}'OUS d^, 
** In the deep caverns of Despair ye lay; 
" She, iron-hearted mother, never pressM 
I ** Your wasted forms with transport to her breast i 

f " When nooc o'er all the world your 'plaint wouM bcaft 

** She never kiss'd away the falling tear, 
p " Or fondly smird, foi^getftil, to behold 

^' Some infant grace its early charm unfold! 

'^ She ne'er, with mingling hopes and rising fears^ 

" Sigh'd for the fortime of your future years ^ 

** Or saw you hand in hand rgoicing stray 

^< Beneath the morning sun, on youth's ddightfiil way. 

*' But happier scenes invite, and fairer skies, 

" From your dark bed, children of woe, arise!" 

In caves where love ne'er smil'd, where joy ne'er came, 
Where friendship's eye ne'er glisten'd at the name 
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' £)f rtme riie iov'd, "whcm4iiwtne4ln*:*fiiffeir 
iiat stknt 'mid the liamp imd-li^fH-sii, 
rriic soothing voice is heard ; »1*«im r>f -Bfhi 
ris::fiist iipon ^leir tcamn^ isuhtc 4ii^(4 w^iirr ; 
' Wkh trembimg foy thev-cswrh -**w» <*f*»<il^i'^*«^WfH ; 
^barJmsmli'd imic ones ^Dme4imi%)r 



'Sweet inttttin ' whom ali ihc w#»»f|<4-frt^-^f^^ 
TThou bast pat on samin thv-4jih»mh\fi>r>k : 
■ Qutir, :sbnnkan^2r the mp^i, 'in-4^f> '^^ n tj iy 

Jiut wiio j^ she 111 jKirh f){ mf2l^^<^, 

TTfae yak-eyg Yisitmr : i^ hwiv»v4t^iitfv«fn, 
Jfifcs^i^tkeiiopry fiances 4ir 4!Nc «v^^^^ 
lEJ^tin ifome wand rmp ^cfawai, ^*W<*^/^^' rttc Hy 
XartiBBs, anri kavcs huik 4toi: fV- h<^?v^ A 'W<1(;HSiy ' 

Hcary ha wamm isJTm «^po^ th^ lh<^ 

Thy hoQsdcss chfld, thy <Hs\y *«^ y^ 
ShaS not look nMuid, defaK>dti€ i^ ^^tyi\^ 



For one to guide her youth — nor with dismay 
Each stranger's cold^ iin feeling look sun^ey ! 
She shall not now be left a prey to shame, 
Whilst slow disease preys on her faded frame ; 
Nor, when tlie bloom of innocence is fled. 
Thus fainting bow her unproteKfled head ! 
Oh, she shall live, and piety and truth. 
The loveliest ornaments, shall grace her youth I 
And should her eye with softest lustre shine, 
And should she wear such smiles as once were thine, 
The smiles of peace and virtue they shall prove, 
Blessing the calm abode of faithful love ! 

For you,* who thus, by pure ccHnpassion taught, 
Have wept o'er human sorrows ; — who have sought 
Want's dismal cell, and pale as from the dead 
To life and light the speechless Orphan led ; 

Trust that the deed, in mercy's book enrolled, 

Approving spirits of the just behold! 

Meanwhile, new virtues here, as on the wing 
Of mom, from Sorrow's dreary shades shall spring:— 
Young Modesty, with fair untainted bloom ; 
And Industry, that sings beside her loom; 
And ruddy Labour, issuing from his hatch 
Ere the slant sunbeam strikes the lowly thatch; 

* The promoters of the charity. 
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l^i the tECSSts oi xiicia\!0i£r^^siiid^ 

J ^jjgja^'^ i^^ resound ^ rheeml 5«§^ 

i ffa^ a Baaing inf&r m her hxnd, 

tB tatfi at imr^ rdoon*^ hoh sioin^ 

i ^5, '^ Tbcae dukiren, God of Jov^ art tJunt !'* 
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THE 



AFRICAN. 



rAINT-gsoing on the burning orb of day 

When Afiric's injured son expiring lay, 

His forehead cold, his labouring bosom bare, 

His dewy temfrfes, and his sable ludr, 

His poor companions kiss'd, and cried aloud, 

Rgoidng, whilst his head in peace he bow'd: — * 

" Now thy long, long task is done, 

^ Swiftly, brother, wilt thou run, 

** Ere to-morrow's golden beam 

^ Glitters on thy parent-stream, 

^ Swiftly the delights to share, 

^ The feast of joy which waits thee there: 

*' Swiftly, brother, wilt thou ride 

** O'er the long and stormy tide, 

^ Fleeter than the hurricane, 

^' Till thou view those scenes again, 

" Where thy father's hut was rcar'd, 

" Where thy mother's voice was heardj 
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** Where thy Infant brothers play*d 

'* Beneath the fragrant citron's shades 

*^ Where through green savannahs wide 

*' Cooling rivers silent glide, 

** Or the shrill sigarras sing 

'' Ceaseless to their murmuring j 

" Where the danccj the festive song, 

" Of many a friend divided long, 

** Doomed through stranger lands to roani} 

*' Shall bid thy spirit welcome home ! 

'^ Fearless o'er the foaming tide 
" Again thy light canoe shall ride; 
" Fearless on th' embattled plain 
** Thou shalt lift thy lance apin; 
*' Or, starting at the call of mom, 
" Wake the wild woods with thy horn; 
*^ Or, rushing down tlie mountain- si ope, 
'' O'ertake the nimble antelope; 
" Or lead the dance, 'mid blissful bands, 
*^ On cool Andrade's yellow sands; 
** Or, in th* embow'ring orange grove, 
, ** Tell to thy long-forsaken love 
" The wounds, the agony severe^ 
" Thy patient spirit suffer'd here! 

" Fear not now the tyrant's power— 
*^ Past is his insulting hour'— 
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<* Mark no more the sullen trait 
*' On slavery's brow of scorn and hate; 
*' Hear no more the long sigh borne 
*' Murmuring on the gales of mom ! 

" Go in peace — ^yet we remain 
^^ Far distant, toiling on in pain ; 
" Ere the great sun fires the skies 
" To our work of woe we rise; 
*^ And sec each night, without a firiend^ 
'' The world's great comforter descend! 

" Tell our brethren, where ye meet, 
** Thus we toil with weary feet; 
*' Yet tdl them that love's gen'rous flame^ 
^ In joy, in wretchedness, the same, 
" El distant worlds was ne'er forgot — 
^ And tell them that we murmur not— 
^ TeD them, though the pang will star^ 
^ And drain the life-blood from the heart—* 
^ Tell them, gpnerous shame forbids 
" The tear to stain our burning lids ! 
*^ Tdl them, in weariness and want 
** For our native hills we pant, 
^ Where soon, firom shame and sorrow firee, 
" We hope in death to folbw thee." 
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THE 



AMERICAN INDIAN'S SONO. 



Stranger, stay, nor wish to cUmb 

The heights of yonder hills subGtne; 

For there strange shapes and spirits dwell,* 

That oft the murmuring thunders swcU, 

Of power from the impending steep 

To hurl thee headlong to t^e deep ! 

But secure with us abide, 

By the winding river's side ; 

Our gladsome toil, our pleasures share, 

And think not of a world of care. 

The lonely cayman,t where he feeds 
Among the green high-bending reeds, 
Shall yield thee pastime; thy keen dart 
Through his bright mail shall pierce his heart. 



• The Indians believe some of Uicir high mountaiji* to be inhaWrcd 
by supernatural beings. 

i* Caymafr-tlie AOigatof. 
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Home returning from out toils, 
Thou shalt bear tlie t)'ger's spoils j 
And we will sing ouf loudest strain 
O'er the forest-tyrant slain f 

Sometimes thou shalt pause to hear 
The beauteous cardinal sing clear, 
Where hoary oaks, by time decayed. 
Nek! in the deep wood*s padiless glades 
And the sun with bursting ray 
Quivers on the branches grey. 

By the river's cra^^ banksj 
O'erhung with stately cypress-ranks. 
Where the bush-bee* hums his song^ 
Thy trim canoe shall graze along. 

To-night at least, in this retreat, 
Stranger, rest thy wand'ring feet; 
To-morrow, with unerring bow, 
To the deep thickets fearless we will g[0# 

* The bush-bee hives on shrubs and low trees. 
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MONODY. 



Matlock, amid thy hoary-han^g views. 
Thy glens that smile sequester'd, and thy ncx)ks 
Which yon forsaken cragg all dark o'erlooks, 
Once more I meet the long-n^lefted Muse, 
As erst when by the mofly brink and fells 
Of solitary Wensbeck, or the side 
Of Clysdale's cliffs, where first her voice she tried. 
We ¥rander'd in our youth. — Since then, the thralls 
That wait life's upland road have chill'd her breast. 
And much, as much they might, her wing depress'd— 
Wan Indolence, resigned, her dead'ning hand 
Laid on her heart, and Fancy her cold wand 
Dropp'd at the frown of fortune; yet once more 
I call her, and once more her converse sweet, 
*Mid the still limits of this wild retreat, 
I woo; — if yet delightful as of yore 
My heart she may revisit, nor deny 
The soothing aid of some sweet melody! 

H 
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e rut^g^d scene tliat bursts around- 
wreathed roots, tiie saplings grey, 
o*er the dark Derwent's wandering way; 
mark it*s stream, with peace- persuading sound, 
*^hat steals beneath tfie fading foliage pale, 
at ^^*e foot of frowning craggs uprear'd^ 
-" IS like one forsaken and unheard, — 
me it seems to tell the pensive tale 
Of spring-time, and the sunimer days all flown — 
And wliile sad Autumn's voice e'en now 1 hear 
Along the umbrage of the higli wood moan. 
At intervals, whose shivering leaves fall sear; 
Whilst o'er die group of pendant groves I view 

The slowly -spreading tints of pining hue, 

I think of poor Humanity's brief day, ^KM 

How fast it's blossoms fade, it's summers qicdf^ 

away- 

I 

When first young Hope, a golden-t;ressed boy, 
Most musical his early madrigal 
Sings to the whispering waters as they fall, v 
Breathing fresh airs of fragrance and of joy. 
The wildVoods gently wave — the morning sheds 
Her rising radiance on the mountain-heads — 
Strew'd with green isles appears old Ocean's reigp. 
And seen at distance rays of resting light 
Silver the farthest promontory's height : 
Then hush'd is the long murmur of the main. 
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Whilst silent o'er the slowly-crisping tides, 
Bound to some beaming spot, the bark of pleasure 
glides. 

Alas ! the scenes that smile, in light array'd, 
But catch the sense, and then in darkness fade. 

We, poor adventurers, of peace bereft. 
Look back on the green hills which late we left. 
Or turn, with beating breast and anxious eye. 
To some faint hope that glimmering meets our sights 
(Like the lone watch-tow'r in the storm of night) 
Then on the dismal waste are driv'n despairing by ! 

Meantime, amid the landscape cold and mute, 
Hope, sweet enchanter, sighing drops his lute: 
So sad decay and mortal change succeeds. 
And o'er the aloit scene Time, like a giant, speeds ! 

Yet the bleak cliffs so high 
(Around whose beetling craggs, with ceaseless coil, 
And still-returning flight, the ravens toil) 
Heed not the changeful seasons as they fly, 
Nor spring, nor autumn : they their hoary brow 
Uplift, and ?ges past, as. in this Now, 
The same deep trenches unsubdued liave worn. 
The same majestick frown, and looks of lofty scorn. 
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So Fortitude, a mailed warrior old, 
Appears : he lifts his scar-intrenched crest : 
The tempest gathers round his dauntless breast: 
He hears far off the storm of havock roll'd : 
The feeble fall around: their sound is past: 
Their sun is set: their place no more is known: 
Like the wan leaves before the winter's blast. 
They perish : — He unshaken and alone 
Remains — ^his brow a sterner shade assumes, 
By age ennobled, whilst the hurricane, 
That raves resistless o'er the ravag'd plain. 
But shakes unfelt his helmet's quiv'ring plumes. 

So yonder sov'reigrif of the scene I mark 
Above the woods rear his majestick head, 
That soon all shatter'd at his feet shall shed 
Their short-liv'd beauties — he the winter dark 
Regardless, and the wasteful time that flies, 
Rejoicing in his lonely might, defies. 

Thee, wandering in the deep and craggy dell, 
Sequester'd stream, with other thoughts I view : 
Thou dost in solitude thy course pursue. 
As thou hadst bid life's busy scenes farewell. 
Yet making still such musick as might cheer 
The weary passenger that journeys near. 

t Matlock High Tor, 
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Such xc lix soeo cz ?taQe aa Vinas's shade; 
Unhead of Fo^y, cr die Tacxs: tzaa 
That pipe aod dxKX i^poo die DOOQ-ak pbci» 
Tai io the dox toectfaer tfaey are bid ! 
Bat not oohcanl of HixDy who sks mljiiaic 
Above the douds at this tempestuous dime, 
It*s stir and striie; to whom more grateful rise 
The humhSe ifkTfwc, and the still small voice 
Of those that oo their pensive way n^«ce, 
Than shouts of thousands edx>ing to the skies. 
Titan soc^ of conquest pealing round the car 
Of hard Ambition, or the Fiend of War, 
Sated with slaugjhter. — Nor may I, sweet stream. 
From thy wild banks and still retreats depart, 
(Where now I meditate my casual theme) 
WidKNit some mild iiiq>rovement on my heart 
Pour'd sad, yet pleasing: so may I forget 
The crosses and the cares that sometimes fret 
Life's smoothest channel, and each wish prevent 
That marrs the silent current of content! 

In such a spot, amidst these rugged views. 
The pensive poet in his drooping age 
Might wish to place his reed-roofd hermitage^-r* 
Where much on life's vain shadows he might muse ! 
If fortune smil'd not on his early way, 
If he were doom'd to mourn a faithless friend, 



Here he might rest^ and, when his hairs were gray. 

Behold in pe^ce the parting day descend; 

If a hard world liis errors scanned severe, m 

(When late the earth recdv'd his mouldering clay) 

Perhaps some lov*d companion wandVing near. 

Plucking the grey moss from the stone, might say, 

*^ Him I remember in our careless days 

'^ Vacant and glad, till many a loss severe ^ 

" First hung his placid eyelids with a tear; I 

*^ Yet on such visions ardent would he gaze, ^ 

" As the muse lov'd, which oft would smile and die 

*^ Like the faint bow that leaves the weeping sky — 

" His heart uiiguardedj yet it proudly beat 

*' Apinst hard wrong, or coward cold deceit j 

" Nor pass'd he e'er, without a sigh, the cell 

(( Where wretchedness and her pale children dwell, 

*' He never wdsh'd to win the world's cold car, 

" Nor^ known to those he lov'd, it's blame could fear; 

*^ It's praise he left to those, who, at thdr will, - 

" Th* ingenious strain of torturing art could trill ! 

" Content, as random fancies might inspire, 

** If his weak reed, at times, or plaintive lyre, 

" He touch'd with desultory hand, and drew 

" Some soften'd tones, to nature not untrue.'^ 

The leaves, O Derwknt ! on Ay bosom still 
Oft with the gust now fell— the season pale 



^ 




! -^i* band uTWfcx*-i tV x.V*- > *V\ 

rtrarts of in Sosianma v.. 
: 1^10 ir ^ly mar*: '.n sM >\ , o n»- •. 
** aerix! hdghT^ oi v^i > rs \.v .. 
Of bops: aad ^adnciy^ an^iJxt ^^M,^^* .*' '^ v 
;*^ I^-TTj tl-e hrirf £n.i ^\',t s\ ^.. . - 
Rfck ncx bow agc^ cv*n th\»\, \>uV h\ •» 
fbcsp o'^us — ^ho\\\ ax \Mt)\ < wi a \ w * 
Yoath blooaring like the Npnuo, v\x» ^n^^n .a 
To dow and scar anmnU|M^o^^ )\> O^iu >»x*,\. \ 
And inth invisible m\tt,Ui«M> mm«\. v 
Wjtbcr'd and wastoil >vnil \Wy\\ u\ \)k, \ .,^s 
Whist hush'd, ami by \\w \\\^^^ ^^\ mm,v » .. 
Sinks the forsaken hall ol in% nn\u u* * 

Bright bursts the n\ii\ \\\\s\\\ ihi A\\\ ia . 
The aged rocks their |»JinnU\>i *u»\x»\\.» i x^ n 
Hang beautiful amid the hiMiUh s\\ \\\\^ 
And all the woods, wlih k\x\\\\\ \ \y\\\\,, y^^ s .^ 
Yet smiling wave:- m'vim'i iho\ini\« , aw v\ ' 
The night is distant, and th« \\\\\\\ \\\\ 
Looks on us yet — the hi)\\\\%\ \\\ n\tu)\«\i) »h\\v 
From yonder donii* loiiun plritK u\^ us nsww ^ ^^ 
From rock to rock rrvi'ilu'intrd h\m 11^ 
Hark! the glad muniik nl thi- \\\U\\y l\illt 
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On the cragg's naked point the heifer lows, 
And wide beiow the brightening landscape glows ! 

Tho' brief the time, and short our course to run, 
Derwent, amid the scenes that deck thy side^ 
(Ere yet the parting patlis of lite divide) 
Let us rgoice, seeking what may he won 
From the laborious dayj or fortune's frown: 
Ho^e may we, ere the sun of life goes down. 
Awhile regardless of the morrow dwell; 
Then to our destined roads, and speed us well ! 
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Mr. burke. 



^V^HY mourns th' ingenuous moralist, whow uuiul 

Science has stor'd, and piety rcfin*d, 

That fading cliivalry displays no more 

Her pomp, and stately tournaments of yore f 

Lo ! when Philosophy and Truth advance, 

Scar'd at their frown, she drops her glitterii\g lancer 

Round her reft castles the pale ivy crawls, 

And sunk and silent arc her banncr'd halls ? 

As when far off the golden evening sails, 
And slowly sink the fency-painted vales. 
With rich pavilions spread, in long array; 
So rolls the enchanter's radiant realm away; 
So on the sight the parting glories fade. 
The goi^ous vision sets in endless shade. 
But shall the musing sage for this lament. 
Or mourn the wizard's Gothick fabrick rent? 
ShaH he, with Fancy's poor and pensive child. 
Gaze on his shadowy vales, and prospevf^s wild, 



[ lis 3 

'With ling'ring love, and sighing bid farewell 
To the dim pii^ures of his parting spell ? 

No, Burke ! thy heart, by juster feelings led. 
Mourns for the spirit of bright Honour fled; 
Mourna that opinion's fondly-cherish'd train, 
Negle>£ted and despis'dj should leave the plain ; 
And many a smiling sympathy depart^ 
That charm'd the road of life, or grac'd the m^ly 
heart. 



1 



Nor shall the wise and virtuous scan severe 
These fair illusions, to weak nature dear. 
Though now no more proud Chivalry recalls 
Her tumeys bright, and pealing festivals j 
Though nov* on high her idle spear is liung. 
Though time her mouldering harp has half unstrung; 
Her milder influence shall she still impart 
To decorate, but not disguise the heart i 
To nurse the tender sympathies that play 
In the short sunshine of life's early way; 
For female worth anji meekness, to inspire 
Homage and love, and temper rude desire; ' 
Nor seldom with sweet dreams sad thought to cheer^ 
And half beguile affliction of her tear ! • 

Lo! this her boast; and still, O Burks] be thine 
Her glowing hues that warm, yet tempered shine: 
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Whilst whispers bland, and Purest dreams, attend 

Thy evening path till the last shades descend ! 

So may she soothe, with loftier wisdom's aid. 

Thy musing lebure in the silent shade. 

And bid poor Fancy, her cold pinions wet. 

Life's cloudy skies and beating show'rs forget. 

But can her fairest form, her sweetest song. 

Soothe thee, assail'd by calumny and wrong? 

Ev'n now thy foes with louder accent cry, 

" Champion of unrelenting tyranny, 

** At Freedom hast thou aim'd tlic deadly blow, 

^ And strove with impious arm to lay her altars low I** 

No, Bitrke! indignant at the voice we start: 
Wc trust thy liberal views, thy generous heart: 
We think of those who, naked, pale, and poor, 
Rdiev'd and bless'd, have wander 'd firom thy door: 
We see thee with unwearied step explore 
Each track of bloodshed on the farthest shore 
Of injur'd Asia, and tliy swelling breast 
Harrowing the oppressor, mourning for the oppress'd. 
No, Burkb! where'er injustice rears her head, 
Where'er with blood her idol grim is fed. 
Where'er fell cruelty at her command 
With crimson banner m^ches through the land; 
And striding, like a ^ant, onward hies, 
Whilst man, a trodden worm, looks up, and diesi 
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%^Tierc*er pale murder in her traui appears 

With reeking ax€, and garments wet with tears t 

Or lowViiig jealousy, unmov'd as fate. 

Bars fast the prison -cage's iron gate, 

Upon the buried sorrows and the aies 

Of him who there» lost md forgot ten, lies : 

When ministers like these, iu fearful state. 

Upon a blcxxly tynmt"& bidtiing wait. 

Thou too shalt own (and juMtce lift her rod) 

The cau&e of i- reoiom 1:1 the cause of God} 

Fair Spirit ! ivho dost rise in beauteous pride, 

Where proud oppression hath thine arm defied; 

When led by virtue thou dost firm advance, 

And bat!>c in guilt's warm blood thy burning lanc^i 

When all thy form its awful port assumes. 

And in the tempest shake thy aimson plumes, 

I mark thy lofty mien, iliy steady eye^ 

*« So fali th^ fifs r* with tears of joy, I cry. 

But ne'er may Anarchy, with eyes oa flame. 
And mien distratS, assume thy awful nairae. 
Her pale torch sjieds afar its hideous, ^ar^ 
And shews the blood-drops in her dabbled haiti 
The fiends of discord hear her. hollow votoc^ , 
The spirits of the deathful sto^ rejolde : 
As when the rising blast with muKening sweep 
. Sounds 'mid the branqjies of the forest deep, 
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The sad horizon lowers, the parting sun 
Is hid, strange murmurs through the high wood run. 
The falcon wheels away his mournful flight, 
And leaves the glens to solitude and night; 
Till soon the hurricane, in dismal shroud. 
Comes fearful forth, and sounds her conch aloud j 
The oak majestick hows his aged head, 
And ruin round his ancient reign is spread: 
.So the dark flend, rejoicing in her might. 
Pours desolation and the storm of night : 
Before her dread career the good and just 
Fly far, or sink expiring in the dust j 
Wide wastes and mighty wrecks around her lie, 
And the earth trembles at her impious cry ! 

Whether her temple, wet with human gore. 
She thus may raise on Gallia*^ ravag'd shore. 
Belongs to Him alone, and His high will. 
Who bids the tempests of the world be still.* 

With joy we turn to Jlhion's happier plain. 
Where ancient freedom holds her temperate reign; 
Where justice sits majestick on her throne; 
Where mercy turns her ear to every groan ! 



♦ These lines were written before the murder of the late King of 
France, isd many of the events of horror, which have since taken 
place id that miserable country. 




O Alhkn ! faireit isle, whose verdant plain 
Springs beaatcous fi-om the blue and billowy mairit* 
In peaceful pomp whose glittVing cities risCj 
And lift their croutled temples to the skies; 
Whose navy on the broad brine awful rolls ; 
Whose comtnerce glows beneath the distant poles i 
Whose streams rcftc^ fall many an Attick pUei 
Whose velvet hwns in long luxuriance smile; 
Amid whose winding coombs contentment dwells t 
Whose vales rejoice to hear the sabbath bells; 
Whose humblest *hed, that steady laws protetS, 
The villager with woodbine bow'rs hath deck'd. 
Sweet native land 1 whose every haunt is dear^ 
Whose ev'ry gale is musick to mine ear; 
Amidst whose hills one poor retreat I sought, 
Where 1 might sometimes hide a sadd'ning though^ 
And having wander'd fer, and mark*d mankind 
In then vain mask^ might rest and safety find: 
Oh ! still may freedom with majestick m|cn 
Pacing thy rocks and the green vales be seen ! 
Around thy cliffs, that glitter o*er the main. 
May smiling order wind her silver chain r 
Whilst from thy calm abodes, and azure skies, 
Far off the fiend of discord murmuring flies ! 

To Him who firm thy injur'd cause has fought. 
This humble offering, lo! the muse has brought: 



^ 
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Nor heed thou, Burke ! if, with averted eye 
Scowling, cold envy may thy worth decry. 

It is the lot of man; — the best oft mourn, 
As sad they journey through this cloudy bourne: 
If conscious genius stamp their chosen breast. 
And on the forehead shew her seal imprest, 
Perhaps they mourn, in bleak misfortune's shade, 
Their age and cares with penury repaid ; 
Their errors deeply scann'd, their worth forgot, 
Or mark'd by hard injustice with a blot. 
If high they soar, and keep their distant way. 
And spread their ample pinions to the day, 
Malignant fadion hears with hate their name. 
And all her tongues are busy at their fame. 

But 'tis enough to hold, as best we may, 
Our destin'd track, till sets the closing day; 
Whether with living lustre we adorn 
Our high sphere, like the radiance of the morn ; 
Or, whether silent in the shade we move, 
Cheer'd by the lonely star of pensive love; 
Or, whether dark-opposing storms we stem, 
Panting for virtue's distant diadem ; 
'Tis the unshaken mind, the conscience pure. 
That bids us firmly aft, or meek endure ; 
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*Tis this might shield us when the storm beat 
Content, tliough poor, had we no otl^er guard I* 



JVlilton. 
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ON LEAVING 



A PLACE OF RESIDENCE. 



If I could bid thee, pleasant shade, farewell 
Without a sigh, amidst whose circling bow'rs 
My stripling prime was pass'd, and happiest hours. 
Dead were I to the sympathies that swell 
The human breast ! these woods, that whispering wave, 
My father rear'd and nurs'd, now to the grave 
Gone down; he lov'd their peaceful shades, and said 
Perhaps, as here he mus'd, " Live, laurels green; 
"Ye pines that shade the solitary scene, 
'^ Live blooming and rejoice : when I am dead 
*^ My son shall guard you, and amid your bow'rs, 
'' Like me, find shelter from life's beating show'rs," 

These thoughts, my father, every spot endear. 
And whilst I think, with self-accusing pain, 
A stranger shall possess the lov'd domain, 
In each low wind I seem thy voice to hear. 
But these are shadows of the shaping brain 
That now my heart, alas ! can ill sustain — 



We must forget^the world is wide — ^th' abode 
Of pdce may stiJl be found, nor hard the road. 
It boots not^ so, to every chance resign'd, 
Where'er the spot wc bear th* unaltered niiDd. 
Yet, oh [ poor cottage, and thou sylvan shade^ 
Remember, ere I left your coverts green^ 
Where in my youth I mas'd, in chiJdhood play'd, 
I ga^'d, I paus'd, I droppM a tear unseen, 
(That bitter from the fount of memory fdl) 
Thinking on him who rear'd you Now, farewell ! 




> 



L 121 1 

The Reader is desired to make the following 
Alterations. 

Sonnet XVIII, line 1 2, for scene, read sense. 

Sonnet XX. line 10, read tbou^st shar'd. 

Sonnet XXI. lines 8 and 9, read. 

That, oh! poor friend, might to life's downward slope 
Lead us in peace, and bless our latest hours. 

line 13, 14, read. 
Whilst Horror, pointing to yon breathless clay, 
" No peace be thine," exclaim'd, " away, away !" 

Sonnet XXVI. line 12, read //^y shades. 
Page 43, read Wart on. 

Page 54, lines 17, 18, 

and, wrapt in hideous gloom, 

Forgetfulness sit on his shapeless tomb! 

88, 1. 25, {or lo've, resid peace, 
97,1. 14, for mail, rt2Afcales. 



